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SYNOPSIS 
Act I. The Bonner reception hall, late afternoon. 
Act ll. The same. Near midnight the same day. 
Act Ill. The same. The following morning. 


Time: The present. Near New York City. 


Ann’s Little Affair 


vat ioe ht) | 


ScENE: Reception hall at the Bonners, late afternoon. 
There is a door at lower left. The stairway, 
built against the left wall, turns and curves to 
the right about halfway up. At the right of the 
stairway and placed close to it is a small tele- 
fhone table and chair. Just back of this tele- 
phone table and alittle to the right is a handsome 
Victrola cabinet. 

At the extreme right of the back wall 1s a 
double door with hangings, referred to as door 
at back. Between this door and the Victrola 
cabinet is a settee placed against the wall. 

There is a door at lower right and just above 
it double windows. There is a straight-legged 
chair on either side of these windows. The only 
floor covering is an expensive oriental rug di- 
rectly below the stairway. 

Everything is simple and in the best of taste. 


At RtsE: ANNA LANE, a refined and attractive girl 
of twenty-six, is seated at the telephone table. 
She speaks in a pleasing, well-modulated voice. 
Mrs. BONNER, a woman of fifty years, trying 
hard to “reduce,” is on the settee with a bad 
case of nerves. 


Ann. (At the telephone) Is this Mr. Wells?— 
Z 
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I’m speaking for Mrs. Crosby Bonner.—Yes, Mrs. 
Bonner. Did you receive Mrs. Bonner’s invitation 
for tonight ?>—She was afraid so, the service has been 
so poor. Of course you are coming? (A rather 
long pause.) Oh, I’m so sorry. Mrs. Bonner will 
be so sorry 

Mrs. Bonner. (Jn a desperate whisper) Tell 
him he’s got to come. 

Ann. Mrs. Bonner will be terribly disappointed. 
T really don’t know what she will do—she has 
counted on you—Yes, I’ll explain—I’m so sorry. — 
Thank you.—Good-bye. (She puts up the re- 
ceiver.) 

Ann. (Turning to Mrs. BonNER) Mr. Wells 
is just leaving town—a week-end engagement. 

Mrs. BonNER. (Rising and giving way to her 
nerves) What shall I do? Oh, what shall I do? 
(Pacing back and forth.) Why didn’t you tell him 
what I told you? I can’t think of anyone else. My 
party will be ruined—utterly ruined! Why do you 
sit there and look at me like that? Think up some- 
thing! Do something! Can’t you realize we’ve got 
to get another man? 

Ann. (Rising) Mrs. Bonner, I have sat at that 
telephone for over an hour. I have telephoned a 
dozen men. I’ve lied to them, telling them they were 
invited when they were not. I’ve plead with them 
until I felt ashamed. What more can I do? 

Mrs. BonNnER. Don’t you know some man you 
can get, no matter how young or how old—someone ? 
Any stick of a man who can hold a knife and fork 
and pretend to dance a little? 

AnN. No. I never go any place. I never meet 
anybody. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Why are you so helpless? Why 
do you try to throw all the responsibility onto me? 


(GERALDINE, vivacious, spoiled and seventeen, comes 
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running down the stairs, in dressing-gown and 
her hair in a. snarl.) 


Ann. I’m sorry, Mrs. Bonner—I’m irying to 
think of someone. 

GERALDINE. Mother, what shall I wear tonight? 

Mrs. BoNNER. (Collapsing on the settee) Wear, 
what shall you wear? There isn’t going to be any 
tonight ! 

GERALDINE. Tell me the thing I look best in. 

Mrs. Bonner. I can’t be bothered—I’ve got 
troubles of my own. 

Ann. (Very kindly) Wear the silver and lace, 
dear. You'll look like a Princess. 

GERALDINE. (Eagerly) Really—you’re sure? 

Ann. (Smiling) Positive. You're a darling in 
at: 


(Haroxp enters noisily at right door in sweater coat 
and cap. He is twenty-four and also spoiled.) 


Harotp. Where’s Dad? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Sweetly, in marked contrast to 
her manner toward GERALDINE) I don’t know, Har- 
old dear. Is there anything I can do? 

Haroitp. The big car won’t start and you know 
I’ve got to meet those people at the station. 

Mrs. Bonner. Hasn’t your father found a chauf- 
feur yet? 

Haroip. That’s what I want to find out. 

Ann. He was in his study a few moments ago. 

GERALDINE. Will you help me dress, Ann? 

Ann. Of course, dear. 

GERALDINE. If I don’t knock their front teeth 
out tonight, it won’t be my fault. 

Mrs. BonnER. (Gasping) Oh, oh! Where do 
you learn such things ? 

GERALDINE. (Running up the stairs, laughing.) 
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Don’t learn ’em—I inherit em! (Exit GERALDINE 
upstairs.) 

Mrs. Bonner. Oh, that child! Harold, don’t 
you know of some man I can invite to dinner in Mr. 
Billings’ place? 

Harotp. How about Seabrook ? 

Mrs.:Bonner. He was operated on last week— 
always was inconsiderate. 

Harotp. Teddy Jones. 

Mrs. Bonner. (70 ANN) We called him, didn’t 
we? 

ANN. He was out of town. 

Mrs. BonneER. Utterly unreliable. 


(BonNER enters door at back, very much put out. 
He is fifty-five, arrogant and important.) 


Bonner. What’s the matter with the telephone? 
I’ve been trying to get a number for half an hour, 
and 

Mrs. BONNER. (Interrupting—much hurt) Cros- 
by Bonner, don’t speak to me in that tone. I feel 
one of my headaches coming on. 

Bonner. I’ve got to get a chauffeur somehow. 
Nobody has answered my ad. We can’t have Har- 
old driving the car—people will think we can’t af- 
ford to have a man. 

Haroip. I’ve got to start that pile of junk before 
I can drive it. 

BoNnNER. What? The big car—you can’t start 
it? 

Haroip, I can’t get a wheeze out of it. 

BoNnNER. What are we going to do? 

Mrs. BonNER. (With sarcasm) Call on me, I 
suppose. You always do. The whole responsibility 
of this party rests on me. All I ask of you is to meet 
ne Peabodys at the station and you can’t even do 
that. 
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Bonner. Harold, call the garage and get a me- 
chanic over here. Then call up all the employment 
bureaus in the book and get a driver out here. He’s 
got to be here in an hour. .. . 

Mrs. BONNER. You can’t use the telephone now. 

BonnER. Why can’t I? 

Mrs. BONNER. Because I am using it. 

BonNER. But don’t you see, my dear. 

Mrs. Bonner. (Interrupting) Don’t interrupt 
me. I see that there will be thirteen at the table if 
I can’t get another man. I see that Mrs. Creswell 
will be without a partner. For a year she’s been try- 
ing to vamp our boy. I see that my party will be 
utterly ruined. 

Harotp. Oh, I say, Mother, leave me out of it! 

Mrs. Bonner. Leave you out of it? She’s a 
dangerous woman and I won’t have her running 
loose around here. 

Bonner. Why invite her? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Pityingly) You don’t under- 
stand. You'll never understand. Didn’t I have to 
invite her on account of Mr. Billings and didn’t he 
treat me shamefully by getting pneumonia at the last 
minute? (There is a loud knock at right door.) 

Bonner. Now, who’s that? (ANN crosses R. 
to door.) 

Mrs. BonnER. (Wearily) Send them around to 
the rear door. (ANN opens R. door.) 

Reynotps. (Off x.) How do you do? Is Mr. 
Bonner in? 

ANN. (Doubtfully) Yes. 


(REYNOLDs steps confidently into the room. He is 
thirty years old, very erect, good-looking, with 
an easy, confident manner. He is wearing a 
dark suit, well made, and a tan-colored gaber- 
dine coat and cap.) 
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BonNER. (Stepping forward) 1 am Mr. Bon- 
ner. Can you drive a car? 

ReyNoLps. (Looking at ANN and smiling) Not 
without gas. 

Bonner. How many miles have you driven? 

Reynotps. Oh, I’ve done eighty-five. 

Bonner. Are you a mechanic? 

Reynoips. (Again laughing, and after glancing 
around, letting his eyes rest on ANN) Well, I know 
enough to stop tinkering when I run out of gas. 

Bonner. Who you been driving for? 

Reynoips. (Still smiling at ANN) Reynolds, 

Bonner. (Impressed) Amos C. Reynolds? 

REYNOLDS. His son, Pete. 

Bonner. Peter J. Reynolds, eh? Yes, yes. 

Reynotps. I’m stalled down the road a ways. 
Thought perhaps you might sell me some gas. 

Bonner. You take care of him on that, will you, 
Harold? 

Haroip. (Starting tor. door) Sure. 

REyNoLps. (Bowing to BONNER) Thank you. 
(He retires a step or two, and looking at ANN this 
time, bows again.) Thank you. 

Bonner, I would like to see you again before you 
go. 
ReEynoips. (Looking at ANN) I'll come back. 


(HaroLp and REYNOLDS exit R. door.) 


Mrs. BonNER. Why don’t you hire him and get 
it over with? 

Bonner. If I appear over anxious, he’ll try to 
hold me up on salary. 

Mrs. Bonner. You simply must help me out. 
We must have another man. 

Bonner. You're not superstitious about having 
thirteen at the table, are you? 
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Mrs. Bonner. Certainly not, but what’s the use 
of taking chances? 

BONNER. Well, anybody will do, won’t they? 
Anbody who doesn’t eat with their knife? Don’t be 
so confounded particular. 

Mrs. BonNER. (Turning away) Don’t interrupt 
me. Miss Lane, where did you put all those Christ- 
mas greetings ? 

ANN. (Puzzled for a moment) Christmas greet- 
ings? 

Mrs. BonNER. Yes, yes—Christmas greetings, 
Christmas cards. We got loads of them. 

ANN. Oh, yes, of course. They have been de- 
stroyed, Mrs. Bonner. . 

Mrs. Bonner. Destroyed? Who—why were 
they destroyed? t 

ANN. You told me to destroy them. 

Mrs. Bonner. I told you to? I remember noth- 
ing of the kind. 

ANN. They were your property. Surely I would 
not have destroyed them without your consent. 

Mrs. Bonner. (Getting ready to collapse) It’s 
outrageous. I never heard of such a thing. There 
are hosts of names I’ve forgotten 

Bonner. (Beating a retreat) Call me when that 
young fellow comes back. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t interrupt me—where are 
you going? 

Bonner. (Edging up right) I want to get a 
cigar. I can think better when I smoke, you know. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Then why don’t you smoke all the 
_ time? | 

ANN. May I make a suggestion? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Staring at her) May you make 
a suggestion? Why do I keep you here? What do 
I pay you for? 

ANN. Please don’t laugh or be offended. We 
have really exhausted our list of available men. 
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We've telephoned every one we know. This young 
man Mr. Bonner is considering for a chauffeur looks 
well, speaks well. He is about the same build as 
Harold—he could wear his clothes 

Mrs. Bonner. (Interrupting) Stop! Don’t in- 
terrupt me—I’m thinking. (A pause. She looks up 
and around at BONNER.) 

Bonner. He couldn’t be any worse than some of 
the Free Lunch Artists we’ve had around here. 

Mrs. Bonner. (Rising quickly) Crosby, I want 
to talk to you. 


(Mrs. BonneER goes up right and exits door at back, 
followed by BoNNER. ANN has been under 
a strain and shows it by the way she goes over 
to the settee and drops wearily into it. She re- 
laxes for a few moments and then straightens 
up with a smile as a new thought comes to her. 
She again goes to the telephone.) 


Ann. (Telephone) Wadsworth &—7—5—1, 
please. That’s right. (Pause.) Hello, Miss Smith. 
Oh, just fine. Will you call Mrs. Lane, please? 
Thank you. (Pause) Hello, mother, dear—how 
are you?—I am sorry I could not call before. This 
is the first chance I’ve had-all day. There is a party 
here tonight and I have been busy every moment.— 
I’m so glad youre better. It’s getting warmer every 
day now and you'll soon be out of doors more.—Yes, 
mother, I'll try to—Ill surely see you Sunday.— 
Good-by, mother dear. (ANN hangs up and sits for 
a moment, thinking. She then rises and starts to go 
up the stairway, when the left door opens and REYN- 
OLDS enters, cap in hand.) 

Reynotps. (Pleased to find her alone and show- 
ing it) Hello! 

ANN. You wish to see Mr. Bonner, do you not? 

Reynotps, No. I don’t wish to see Mr. Bonner. 
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I want to see y I wonder what he wants to see 
me about? 

ANN. Don’t you—know? 

Reynotps. Please tell me—lI’ll never give you 
away. 

ANN. (Starting right) Tl tell him you are here. 

REYNOLpDs. I paid the boy for the gas. (ANN 
pauses.) He didn’t know how much it was, but I 
gave him enough. Was the old boy afraid I would 
get away without paying? 

Ann. I don’t know I’m sure. 

Reynotps. (Making conversation to hold her) 
Eccentric old fellow—(He laughs )—all those funny 
questions he asked me. 

ANN. You came in answer to his want ad for a 
chuffeur, didn’t you? 

Reynotps. (Carefully feeling his way) For a 
chauffeur—oh, yes, yes, of course and he—he really 
wants a chauffeur, does he? ‘ 

ANN. He wants one right away. 

Reynoips. (Thinking it out) I happened in at 
just the right time, didn’t I? 

ANN. You are a chauffeur, aren’t you? 

Reynoips. (Confidently) Of course, certainly I 
am. Do you—ah—live here? 

Ann. (Very cool) Yes. 

REYNOLDS. You—you’re one of the family? 

ANN. I work here. 

Reynotps. (Relieved) Oh, that’s fine. 

ANN. (Again starting right) VIl call Mr. Bon- 
ner. 

Reynotps. Please, please, don’t hurry. I want 
to ask you something. 

Ann. You don’t talk or act like a chauffeur. 

Reynoips. (Lying his head off) Well, I’m not 
an ordinary chauffeur. You see, my parents never 
approved. They wanted me to be a minister. But a 
young fellow has to do something, and I like lots of 
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action. I love a fine car. Do you think I can land 
this job? 

Ann. I don’t know why you shouldn’t—unless 
you want too much money. 

Reynotps. Money? Oh, I don't (Checking 
himself) Of course, I would have to have some 
money. 2 

Ann. (Curiously) Of course you would have to 
have some money. : 

Reynoitps. Are you—that is, do you intend to 
work here right along? 

Ann. I fail to see what that has to do with it. 

ReEyNotps. Well—do you like it here? 

ANN. What difference would that make? 

ReEyNotps. I—lI was just wondering how I might 
like it here. 

ANN. (A little wearily) People who have to 
work can’t always choose. 

Reynotps. ° I guess I can stand it here if you can. 
You haven’t anybody to take care of you, have you? 

Ann. Iam fully able to take care of myself. 

Reynotps. (Quickly) Oh, I can see that. If any- 
body needs help right now, I think it is I. 

ANN. (Smiling for the first time) You can’t be 
a very good chauffeur. 

Rrynotps. Why do you say that? 

Ann. If you were, you would have said, “It is 
me.” 

REYNOLDS. Sorry. I never was any good in 
grammar. 

ANN. (Again smiling) But you said it correctly. 

ReyNnotps. Oh, did I? Maybe I did. 

ANN. You talk too well. 

REyNotps. (Quickly) I can explain that. I 
have driven cars for some of the very best families. 
Some talk well and some don’t, but if you ever hear 
me down in the pit, taking up a main bearing, you'll 
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swear by all that’s holy that I was born in a garage. 

Ann. I may never see you again. 

Reynotps. (Earnestly) That won’t be my fault. 

Ann. (A little flustered) JT—I'll tell Mr. Bon- 
ner. 

REYNOLDS. Before you go—please—how much 
money do you think I should ask him? 

Ann. He paid the other man one hundred and 
fifty dollars a month. 

ReEyNotps. Fair enough. Thanks, thanks ever so 
much. ; 

ANN. (Goes up right and turns at door) You're 
welcome, I’m sure. 


(ANN exits door at back. RryNoxps follows her 
part way, his admiring eyes never leaving her. 
He then turns back to center, with his mind still 
on her, puts his cap under his arm, straightens 
his tie and collar and waits a few seconds. 
HaAro_p enters Icft door.) 


Harotp. Can’t you find Dad? 

REyNoLps. The young lady has gone after hitn. 
By the way, who is she? 

Harotp. Who’re you talking about ? 

ReyNotps. The young lady who first let me in 
over there. 

Harotp. That’s Miss Lane. 

Reynotps. Thanks. 


(Harorp looks at him for a moment, but REYNOLDS 
pays no attention and Harorp exits up statr- 
way. BONNER enters, door at back, smoking a 


cigar.) 


BonNER. You got your gas all right? 
Reynotps. Yes, thanks. I paid the boy. 
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Bonner. That's all right. That’s all right. Take 
off your coat. 

REYNoLDs. (Does so, putting coat and cap on 
stair rail) Thanks. 

BONNER. Sit down. 

Reynoitps. Thank you. 


(Bonner sits on the settee, but REYNOLDS waits un- 
til he is seated before seating himself at the tele- 
phone table.) 


Bonner. Don’t thank me so much—it’s not neces- 
sary. I suppose you can drive any kind of a car? 

REyNOoLps. Yes, sir. 

Bonner. I want a man I can trust and one who 
knows enough about a car to spot anything that goes 
wrong and either fix it himself or have it fixed. 

Reynoips. Yes, sir, I can do that. : 

Bonner. What’s your salary? 

Reynotps. A hundred and fifty a month. 


(Mrs. BoNNER enters door at back and keeps to 
right. REYNOLDS rises at once.) 


BonnNER. You don’t need to get up. You're not 
making a social call. 

Mrs. BONNER. Certainly he should get up. 

Reynotps. I beg your pardon, both of you. 


(Mrs. BonNER sits right and REYNOLDS resumes his 
seat.) 


Bonner. I guess I can pay that much if you fill 
the bill. What’s your name? 

Reyno ps. Barney. 

Mrs. BonNnER. (Alarmed) Not Barney that race- 
track driver? 

BONNER. Certainly not. 
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ReEyNotps. No, ma’m. 

Bonner. What’s your last name? 

Reynotps. Barnum. Barney Barnum. 

Bonner. Well, Barney, could you start right in 
and drive for me this evening? 

REYNOLDS. Yes, sir. 

Bonner. Whose car is that you’ve got out there? 

Reynotps. It belongs to me. 

BoNNER. Pretty good car for you to own, isn’t 
at? 

REYNOLDS. Yes, sir, it’s a fine car, but there’s 
lots of bargains in used cars these days. 

BonNER. I suppose so. How about references? 

Reynotps. I guess Pete Reynolds would say a 
good word for me. 

BonnER. How long since you left him? 

Reynotps. I stopped driving for him—this af- 
ternoon. 

Bonner. You didn’t have any trouble? 

REYNoLps. Oh, no, he’s going away. I have an 
engagement for this evening. If you hire me, I 
really should do some telephoning. 

Bonner. That’s all right. 

Reynotps. (Rising) I might use the telephone 
in the garage. 

BonnER. No, no, you can use that ’phone right 
there. 

Mrs. Bonner. I would like to ask Mr. Barney a 
question. 

Bonner. (Correcting her) Not Mister Barney. 
Barney. 

Mrs. Bonner. Thank you. Now, Barnum 

Bonner. Not Barnum. Barney. Barney Bar- 
num. Isn’t that right, Barney? 

REYNOLDS. Yes, sir, that’s correct, but I’m not 
particular—I’ll answer to either. 

Mrs. Bonner. Please don’t interrupt me. Do 
you dance, Barnum Barney? 


20 ANN’S “LIVTLEE (APPAR 


ReyNnoLps. Dance? Yes, ma’m, I can dance a 
little. 

Bonner. Go ahead with your telephoning. T[’ll 
call Mr. Reynolds a little later. 

REyYNoLpDs. Oh, thanks. 


(BONNER goes over to Mrs. BONNER and together 
they exit door at back. After they have gone, 
REYNOLDS goes up right and listens close to 
door at back. He then comes back to foot of 
stairway, looks and listens for a moment, and 
then quickly takcs the telephone. Standing, and 
speaks clearly but in a guarded tone throughout 
telephone conversation.) 


Reynorps. Vanderbilt, 4, 6, 8, 0. Thank you. 
(Pause.) Perkins? Hello, Perkins. This is Pete. 
—I won’t be home tonight, perhaps not for a few 
days.—Now, listen carefully, Perkins—I’m perfectly 
sober—there’s a fellow going to call up and ask for 
me, very soon. When he does, I want you to tell him 
you are me. Get that?—No, no, tell him that you 
are Mr. Reynolds —That’s right. He will ask you 
for references for Barney Barnum—Barney Bar- 
num—Barnum, Barnum—you know, Greatest Show 
on Earth, there’s one born every minute——That’s 
right. This Barnum used to drive for me, you un- 
derstand ?—Of course he didn’t, you old blockhead, 
but tell him he did, see? Tell him Barney was a 
fine driver and you were sorry to lose him. Get 
that?—That’s right, and now, Perkins, when you 
talk to this fellow, cut out this “Yes, sir,” and “No, 
sir,” stuff. Talk right out the way I do.—That’s the 
idea. You're going to pretend you are me. I'll call 
you tomorrow and tell you where I am. 


(Mrs. BoNNER and ANN enter, door at back. 
REYNOLDS sees them at once.) 
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ReEyNoips. All right, Mr. Perkins. Good-bye. 
(REYNOLDS hangs up the receiver.) 
Mrs. BONNER. What was your name again, 
please? 
REYNOLDS. Barney Barnum. 
Mrs. BoNNER. Miss Lane, this is Mr. Barnum, 
our new driver. 


(ANN and REYNoLDs bow.) 


Mrs. BONNER. (Graciously) We're to call you 
Barney, is that right? 

REynotps. Anything you please, ma’m, thank 
you. 

Mrs. BonNER. Now, Barney, I want you to do 
me a favor. 

REYNOLDs. Yes, ma’m. 

Mrs. Bonner. Do you think you-can wear a dress 
suit tonight at dinner and not soil the front of your 
shirt ? 

REYNOLDS. You'll have napkins, won’t you? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Sharply) Oh, you can’t tuck 
the napkin in your collar—you must keep it in your 
lap. 

ReyNotps. Well, I hope no one gets me started 
telling stories or laughing. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t you dare tell any stories. 

REYNOLDS. Where am I going to rent the dress 
suit ? 

Mrs. BonnER. You and Harold are about the 
same build. You can wear one of his. We’re going 
to pretend you are one of our guests. 

Reynotps. It will be a good disguise, all right. 
But gosh! do you think I can get away with it? 

Mrs. BonNER. You must. One of the men I in- 
vited tonight disappointed me at the last minute. 
Unless I fill his place, there will be thirteen at the 
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table and also expose Harold to the wiles of a very 
dangerous woman. 

REYNOLps. Yes, ma’m. 

Mrs. BoNNER. This woman will be your partner 
atedinner. I don’t care who she dances with, just so 
she doesn’t dance with Harold or get him off in a 
corer, ” 

ReYNOoLps. Well, she won’t dance with him if he 
doesn’t ask her, will she? 

Mrs. BonNER. You don’t know that woman. If 
she ever gets to the threshold of Heaven, she’ll have 
Saint Peter doing a fox trot. 

Reynotps. I guess she can’t hurt me any. 

Mrs. BoNNER. You'll never see her again. Now 
I want to see you dance. 

REYNOLDs. Yes, ma’m. What kind of a dance 
shall I do? 

Mrs. BonnER. Miss Lane will help you. Please 
try a waltz first, Miss Lane. 


(Miss LANE crosses left to Victrola. Mrs. BoNNER 
goes to door at back.) 


Mrs. BonnER. (Calling off) Crosby, Crosby, I 
want you to see this. 


(Mrs. BoNNER goes right. ANN starts the music of 
a popular waltz and then goes to REYNOLDs. 
As they begin dancing, BONNER enters door at 
back and stands beside Mrs. BoNNER at right. 
REyNOLps and ANN must rehearse this waltz 
and also the fox trot which follows until they 
are both an artistic piece of work and will be 
enjoyed, for the dancing alone, by the audience. 
Mrs. BONNER smiles her approval and now and 
then makes a remark about the dancing to Bon- 
NER, who nods assent. Just before the waltz is 
over, HaROLp enters left down the stairway and 
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stands at the foot of the stairs, looking cynically 
on. The waltz is over and REYNotps deposits 
ANN in the settee and iooks at her admiringly.) 


Harotp. What’s the big idea? 

Mrs. BonNER. Now I want you to try a fox trot, 
but you needn’t go all through it. (ANN is chang- 
ing the record.) 

Reynotps. (Timidly) Do you think I can get 
away with it? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Patronizingly) You do very. 
well—considering. 

ReyNotps. I have a wonderful partner. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t go away, Harold dear. I 
want you in a few minutes. 

Bonner. Let’s not spend too much time on this 
dancing. You know we’ve got to get the big car 
started. 

ReyNnotps. By the way, have you figured out how 
I am going to drive for you and be a guest at the 
same time? 

Bonner. You only have to get three people at the 
station. You can turn up your collar and wear your 
cap and stay right in the car. They know the car 
and will come right over to you. 

Ann. (At Victrola) All right? 

Mrs. BONNER. Yes, go ahead. 


(ANN starts the music and they dance again beauti- 
fully as before. They have only danced a few 
measures when BONNER shows his impatience.) 


Bonner. (To Mrs. Bonner) All right—all 
right. That’s good enough. 

Mrs. Bonner. That wil! do, Miss Lane. (The 
dancers either don’t or won’t hear and dance on, hav- 
ing a very good time.) 
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Mrs. Bonner. (Clapping her hands) All right. 
Stop it! Stop it! 


(Mrs. BonnNER and BonneER talk in dumb show with 
many gestures, but the dancing goes on.) 


Mrs. Bonner. (Shouting) Take off the record, 
Harold. They can’t hear a thing. 


(Haroip goes quickly to Victrola. REYNOLDs, in 
turning, bumps him hard, - almost upsetting 
him.) 


Reynotps. I beg pardon. (They continue danc- 
ing. Harotp stops the music, and, in his haste, 
knocks a record on the floor, breaking it.) 


Harotp. Now see what you made me do! 

Mrs. BonnER. We told you to stop. 

REyNoLps. Yes, ma’m; it’s my fault. 

Mrs. Bonner. Now, Barnum 

Bonner. Not Barnum—Barney. 

Mrs. BonNER. (Giving him a look) Now, Bar- 
num Bailey, come with me, please. I'll show you 
about the dinner and then I want you to get dressed. 


(REYNOLDs is between Mrs. BONNER and BONNER, 
who is on his left.) 


Bonner. First he’s got to see what’s the matter 
with that car. 

Mrs. BoNNER. He can do that afterwards. 

BonNER. How can he tinker with the car in his 
dress clothes ? 

Mrs. BonNER. That doesn’t make any difference. 

Bonner. It makes all the difference in the world. 

Reynotps. Did you ever try flipping a coin? 

Mrs. BONNER. You can have him for just ten 
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minutes. In ten minutes, Harold, I want you to 
take Bailey up to your room and get him dressed. 

Bonner. All right, Harold. You and Barney go 
to it. 


(Harotp and Rrynoxps exit left door.) 


Mrs. BONNER. (To ANN) Please go up to Har- 
old’s room and lay out his old suit for Barney. 
ANN. (Going left) Yes, Mrs. Bonner. 


(ANN ewits up stairway. BONNER goes to telephone 
table and is looking up a number in the book.) 


Mrs. BONNER. Well, Crosby, I hope it works out 
all right. 

Bonner. I hope we get that car started. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Why did you leave it until the last 
minute ? 

Bonner. Leave it? I just found it out. 

Mrs. BonNER. Supposing Harold’s suit doesn’t 
fit. What would we do? 

BonNnER. (Growling) It’s got to fit. 

Mrs. Bonner. This is the last party Pll ever at- 
tempt. 

BonNER. Good! That’s the best news I’ve heard 
today. 

Mrs. BoNNER. (Flaring up) Haven’t my parties 
always been a success? 

Bonner. (Repeating to Iimself) Vanderbilt, 
4, 6, 8, o—4, 6, 8, o. 

Mrs. BonNER. Now what are you going to do? 

Bonner. (Jn the telephone) Vanderbilt—Van- 
derbilt What was that number? 

Mrs. BoNNER. How should I know? You looked 
it up. 

Bote. (Looking in book again) Yes, and you 
were talking to me every minute. 
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Mrs. Bonner. Well, who are you calling? 

Bonner. (Testily) Peter Reynolds. I want to 
find out if this Barney has any character. 

Mrs. BonNER. What do we care if he has any 
character or not? He’s a man. He can eat and 
dance. He can be the leader of the Black Hand, for 
all I care. 

Bonner. (In telephone) Vanderbilt, 4, 6, 8, 0— 
4, 6, 8,0. That’s right. (To Mrs. BonNER) You 
don’t want him to run away with the car, do you? 
(In the telephone) Hello, hello! Vanderbilt, 4, 6, 
8, 0? Is Mr. Reynolds there?—Oh, Mr. Reynolds, 
how do you do? This is Mr. A. Crosby Bonner 
speaking—Bonner—(Spelling it)—B, 0, n, n, e, r. 
Of the Bonner Construction Company.—Mr. Reyn- 
olds, I have just engaged the services of Mr. Bar- 
num—Barney Barnum—who used to drive for you. 
I would like to know something about him.—I see.— 
Yes.—Yes.—Well, I haven’t made any mistake, then? 
—I’m much obliged, Mr. Reynolds. Let me know 
when I can do anything for you.—Thank you. 
Good-bye. (BONNER puts up the receiver and rises, 
feeling rather important. To Mrs. BoNNER) It’s 
all right. Reynolds tells me Barney is the best driver 
he ever had—hated to lose him. Reynolds may be a 
little wild, but he’s a nice fellow to talk to. (Thought- 
fully) I wish I knew his father. Perhaps Barney 
could fix that up for me. 

Mrs. Bonner. If he gets the car fixed and him- 
self fixed, I’ll be satisfied. 


(HaroLp comes down stairway left.) 


Bonner. Well, where’s Barney? 

Harovp. Getting dressed. I took him up the 
back way. 

BonNER. How about the car? 

Haroip, Oh, she was out of gas. 
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BonNNER. Out of gas! 

Haroip. She’s got a leak in her some place. I 
know I put gas in her yesterday. 

Mrs. BONNER. (Going right) Now, Crosby, I 
want your advice. Harold, don’t wait too long to get 
dressed. 

Harotp. Oh, I'll be ready. 


(Mrs. BONNER and BONNER exit door at back. 
Haroip hesitates, starts right, comes back to 
stairway as ANN comes down the stairs.) 


Harorp. Hello, Ann. 

Ann. (Business-like) You know you are not to 
call me Ann. 

Harotp. How can I help it when you are so 
sweet and lovely? 

ANN. You never call me Ann before your mother. 

Harotp. You know how mother is—that doesn’t © 
make any difference. 


(ANN goes to the Victrola and ptcks up the broken 
record.) 


_  Awnn. Why don’t you see that Barney gets dressed 
all right? 

Harotp. He’s not a baby. He can dress him- 
self—besides, I would rather dance with you. Let’s 
dance. 

Ann. Don't be foolish. 

Haroip. (Taking hold of her) Come on. 

ANN. (Putting his hands away) Harold! 

Harortp. Come on. I'll whistle the air. What’s 
to prevent? 

Ann. (Starting right) No, I won't. 

Harotp. (Catching her hand and detaining her) 
All right, let’s talk, then. (HAROLD sits on settee 
and pulls her down with him.) 

Ann. I haven’t time to talk. 
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Harotp. No, you never do have time to talk to 
me. Why do you treat me this way, Ann? 

ANN. You have no reason to complain of my 
treatment. 

Harotp. You know what I mean. You know I 
love you and 

Ann. (Interrupting) I know nothing of the 
kind. I know you treat me all right before the fam- 
ily, but when we are alone we always have a scene 
like this. 

Haroip. (Earnestly) I never met a girl that ap- 
pealed to me the way you do. Don’t blame me for 
that, Ann. 

Ann. I don’t blame you. I’m sorry. I’m sure 
your mother wouldn’t approve. 

Harotp. Why do you always drag my mother in? 
You know she thinks I am too young to get married. 

ANN. (Looking straight at him) Harold, do you 
want to marry me? 

Harotp. (Not meeting her look) Of course, but 
I can’t right now. 

ANN. Neither can I. I have a mother to sup- 
port. So, even though we cared for each other, 
we're just wasting our time, aren’t we? 

Haroip. You do care for me, Ann, don’t you? 

ANN. No, not in that way. (She rises quickly 
to get away, but Haroxp gets her hand and rises 
with her.) 

Haroip. (Losing his head) Oh, you're not going 
to get away so easy. It makes me crazy to see you 
dancing with Barney. You can’t go until I kiss you. 

Ann. Youcan’t! Don’t be silly! 


(REYNOLDS comes down the stairway. He is un- 
comfortable in Haroxp’s cast-away evening 
clothes. The trousers are a little short and the 
coat a trifle tight. He does not appear outland- 
ish—merely uncomfortable.) 
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~ Harotp. Now don’t make a fuss. (He pulls her 
toward him. She struggles to free herself. REYN- 
OLDS sees what ts going on and intentionally stumbles 
down a step. HaroLp: hears, turns and lets go of 
ANN, who at once crosses left to stairway.) 

Ann. I—I promised to help Geraldine. 

Reynoips. I feel a little swollen. How do I 
look? 

ANN. You look just fine. 

REYNOLDS. Harold, do you think I dare sit down? 

Harotp. (Sullenly) You can fall down, for all 
i care. 

Mrs. BonnER. (Her voice heard off back) Miss 
Lane, Miss Lane! (ANN starts right as Mrs. Bon- 
NER appears in door at back.) 

Mrs. Bonner. I want you, Miss Lane. 


(AnN exits door at back with Mrs. Bonner. 
REYNOLDS walks over to HAROLD at center.) 


Reynotps. (Looking at him steadily) Well? 

Harotp. (Returning the look sullenly) Well? 

Reynotps. What’s the matter? Are you sore be- 
cause I’m wearing your clothes? 


(Harotp drops his eyes and crosses left to stairway 
as GERALDINE, fully dressed, comes down the 
stairs. ReyNotps turns as Haron leaves him 
and never takes his eyes off of him until he 
finally exits.) 


Haroip. (Pausing at foot of the stairs) You're 
supposed to be at the station at seven-thirty. Don’t 
be late. 

GERALDINE. © Where’s Miss Lane, Harold? 

Haroip. In there with mother. 
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(REYNOLDS goes to stairway and takes his coat and 
cap from the rail.) 


GERALDINE. I haven’t met this gentleman, Har- 
old. 

Harotp. That’s Barney, our new driver. (He 
exits up stairway.) 

GERALDINE. (Admiringly) Why, good evening, 
Barney. 

Reynoips. (Bowing) Good evening. 

GERALDINE. (Laughing) 1 thought you were 
one of our guests. 

Reynotps. I suppose I look like one of the em- 
barrassed first arrivals. 

GERALDINE. But why, Barney, are you all dressed 
up? 

Reynoips. I’m not supposed to tell. 

GERALDINE. Oh, you've got to tell. 

REYNOLDS. Can you keep a secret? 

GERALDINE. I never have yet. 

Reynotps. Then I[’ll tell you. I’m Barney, the 
new chauffeur, but Mrs. Bonner needed Wait 
a minute, who are you? 

GERALDINE. I am Geraldine Bonner. 

Reynotps. Then it’s all right. Your mother 
needed another man for her dinner, so she picked on 
me and I swiped a suit of Harold’s clothes. 

GERALDINE. (Clapping her hands) Oh, how ex- 
citing ! 

REyNoLps. When the guests arrive you must be 
very nice to me and call me Mr. Barnum. 

GERALDINE. Oh, isn’t it lovely? I think you are 
a perfect dear to do it! It’s just like a play, or a. 
movie, or something! 

ReEynotps. You got to help me out. If I get to 
talking about crank-shafts or spark-plugs at dinner, 
I want you to kick me hard under the table. 
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GERALDINE. (Delighted) Oh, won’t we have 
fun! 

ReEyNnotps. It may be a comedy to you, but it’s a 
tragedy to me. ; 

GERALDINE. Is Barney Barnum your real name? 

Reynoitps. Yes, but don’t forget the Mister. 

GERALDINE. Supposing someone asked me your 
business ? 

ReEyNotps. Gosh, I never thought of that! 

GERALDINE. You've either got to have a business 
or lots of money. ; 

Reynotps. I think we better stick to business. I 
have it! Tell them I’m an automotive engineer. 
Half of them won’t know what it means, and, if they 
do, they can‘ stick me. Automotive engineer! 
Have you got that? 

GERALDINE. Automotive engineer. It sounds all 
right, but I don’t know what it means. 

Reynotps. All the better. Then they can’t stick 
you, either. 

GERALDINE. (Going to the settee) Let’s sit here 
and talk. (REyNoLDs joins her.) Who did you 
drive for before you came here, Mr. Barnum? 

ReyNnotps. That’s right, stick to the Mister until 
the show is over. I drove for Pete Reynolds. 

GERALDINE. (Showing intense interest) Pete 
Reynolds, the banker’s son? 

ReEyNoLps. You know him? 

GERALDINE. No, but I’ve always wanted to. I’ve 
’ heard so much about him. He is always getting into 
scrapes and getting his name in the papers. He’s 
terribly wild, isn’t he? 

Reyvnotps. (Righteously) Wild? No, I wouldn’t 
say that. He is just a young fellow who likes a good 
time. 

GERALDINE. (Drawing closer to him) Oh, tell 
me about some of those wild parties, 
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Reynops. Don’t you believe that stuff. It’s all 
newspaper talk. 

GERALDINE. Now, Barney, I’ll never like you if 
you don’t tell. 

Reynotps. Stick to the Mister—it’s safer. 

GERALDINE, (Taking his arm) Oh, tell me, Mis- 
ter Barnum—p-l-e-a-s-e tell me. 

Reynotps. ‘There’s nothing to it. All they did 
was dance around a little. One time he got the or- 
chestra drunk. That’s all I can remember. 

GERALDINE. He’s terribly bandsome, isn’t he? 

Reynotps. Who d’you mean? 

GERALDINE. Pete Reynolds. 

Reynoitns. (Leaning back and visibly expanding 
a little) Well, now that you mention it, he’s not so 
bad looking. No, he’s not a bad-looking fellow at 
all. 

GERALDINE. And so enormously rich! 


(ANN enters quickly, door at back. REYNOLDS 
rises.) 


GERALDINE. Oh, Miss Lane, what do you think? 
Barney used to drive for Pete Reynolds! 

REyNo.Lps. Stick to the Mister—please. 

ANN. Yes, Geraldine. 

GERALDINE. But he won’t tell me a thing about 
him. 

ANN. You wouldn’t want him to talk about us 
after he leaves, would you? 

GERALDINE. I wouldn’t care. 


(GERALDINE goes right and exits door at back.) 


ReEyNnotps. (Looking at his watch) It’s after 
seven. I suppose I should get down to the station. 

ANN. Yes, you mustn’t be late. 

Reynotps. No one has told me who to meet there, 
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Ann. A Mr. and Mrs. Blake and Mrs. Creswell. 


(ReEyNoLpDs starts a little at the mention of Mrs. 
CRESWELL’S name.) 


REYNOLDS. Creswell, did you say? 

ANN. Yes, Mrs. Creswell. 

Reynotps. The Mrs. Creswell who was divorced 
not long ago? 

ANN. Yes. 


(REYNOLDs stares straight ahead for a moment and 
does some thinking. ANN watches him.) 


REYNOLDs. Can you tell me the names of the 
other guests ? 

ANN. (Crosses to telephone table and hands him 
a memorandum pad) Yes, here’s a list. 


(REYNOLDS studies it over and hands it back with 
evident relief.) 


ReyNno.ps. I may get by. 

ANN. Do you know any of them? 

Reynoitps. No—that is, Mrs. Creswell knows 
Pete Reynolds. 

ANN. Will she recognize you? 

Reynotps. (Thoughtfully) No, no, I don’t think 
so. I wish you were going to the station with me. 

Ann. That would be impossible. I have only a 
few minutes to dress. 

Reynotps. Don’t you think that after I have been 
here for a few days you could take a drive with me? 
We could drive out to see your mother. 

ANN. (Starting up stairway) Perhaps. It’s 
nice of you to think of it. 

ReEyNo.ps. Will you dance with me again—just 
to keep up appearances ? 
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Ann. You are supposed to keep Mrs. Cresweil 
away from Harold. 

REyNoLpDs. She’s going to miss me once or twice, 
if I lose my job. 

ANN. Oh, don’t do that! 

Reynoips. (Hopefully) Why? Do you want 
me to stay? 

Ann. Of course I do. 

REYNOLDs. Then there’s not enough people on the 
place to drive me away. 

Ann. Don’t be late, Mr. Barnum. (She again 
starts up the stairs.) 

REYNoLps. Miss Lane! 

ANN. Yes? 

REYNOLDS. Tomorrow, when it’s all over and I’m 
probably covered with disgrace, will you start in 
calling me Barney? 

ANN. I might. 


(ANN goes on up the stairway, REYNOLDS following 
her with his eyes. When she has disappeared he 
puts on his coat and cap, turns up the collar and, 
taking a last look up the stairway, exits left 
door.) 


CURTAIN 


AG Pi 


ScENE: Same as Act I, near midnight the same day. 


At Rise: The orchestra 1s off back playing dance 
music which is subdued so that the characters on 
the stage can be plainly heard. Three extra 
couples should be used in this act. They are 
seen dancing through door at back and now and 
then dance into the reception room. 


(HAROLD ts seen coming cautiously down the stair- 
way. Halfway down, he pauses, looks back and 
then over the stage, which is now empty. He 
then runs hurriedly down the remaining steps, 
opens left door, steps out, but re-enters at once, 
closes door and saunters leisurely toward right 
as ANN enters door at back. They meet at 
about center. At once Harotp tries to encircle 
her waist to dance, but she avoids him.) 


Haroitp. Come here. What’s the matter ? 

ANN. I haven’t time. 

Haroip. (Again trying) Oh, yes, you have. 

Ann. I’m on an errand for your mother. 

Harotp. Oh, she can wait. 

ANN. (Facing him) Why is it, every time I 
come near you, you try to take hold of me? Let 
me go—please. 

Harotp. No, I’m not going to let you go. 


(ANN frees herself quickly and goes left. REYNOLDS 
and Mrs. CRESWELL enter, dancing through 
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Mrs. CRESWELL. Well—can you? 

Reyno.ps. More than when you’re sweet. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Hurt) Why didn’t you tell 
me you loved me more? 

ReyNoLps. It was this way. It made me realize 
that after we were married we would have to fight 
all the time to keep you in a temper and prevent my 
love from growing cold. 


(The music stops. ANN appears coming down the 
Stairway. Mrs. CRESWELL is furious and doubl- 
ing up her fists, starts beating REYNOLDS on the 
chest and shoulders.) 


Mrs. CreswELtt. Oh! Oh! Yow great, big, 
mean, cowardly, hulking brute of a man. I'll make 
you love me, but—oh, oh!—(Landing both fists at 
once )—how I hate you! 


(REYNoLDs is laughing. ANN pauses at foot of 
stairway, somewhat bewildered.) 


Reynotps. Help! I may be base, but I’m not a 
base-drum. 


(REYNOLDS sees ANN and rises at once.) 


REYNOLDS. Here is Miss Lane. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Turning) When she knows 
you as well as I do, Mister Barnum, she’ll want to 
help me beat you up. 

REYNoLDs. Oh, you don’t need any help—I’m 
black and blue. Miss Lane, you promised me a 
dance a long while ago 

Mrs. CrESWELL. (Interrupting and putting her 
hands to her throat) My pearls! 

REYNOLDs. Pearls? 

ANN. (Coming nearer) You haven’t lost them? 
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Mrs. CrESWELL. (Rises—pauses, frightened) I 
just missed them. (Thinks a moment.) I went to 
my room after dinner—perhaps I left them there. 
I’m going to look. 

Ann. May I help you, Mrs. Creswell? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Going left) No, thank you, 
dear. I know right where to look. (Exits quickly 
up the stairway.) 

Reynotps. (After a pause) Talk about luck! 

ANN. I think she is really worried. 

REYNoLps. No, I mean that if she hadn’t missed 
her precious pearls, you probably would have refused 
me this dance. That’s luck for me. 

ANN. (Showing a little jealousy) You and Mrs. 
_ Creswell seemed to be having a very good time. 

Reynotps. (Smoothing his shirt front) You 
mean she did—pounding in the front of my shirt 
after my promising Mrs. Bonner how careful I 
would be. 

ANN. You seem to be so well acquainted. 

REYNOLDS. Them was my orders from Mrs. Bon- 
ner. I’m earning my salary, all right. I’m going to 
put in a bill for personal injury. 

ANN. They do expect a lot of anyone who works 
for them. I’m supposed to teach French to the fam- 
ily, but I am little more than a servant. (Holds out 
a small smelling-salts bottle that ts in her hand.) I 
must take this to Mrs. Bonner. 

* Reynorps. Smelling salts? Is she thinking about 
fainting again? 

ANN. She would if she saw us talking together. 

ReEyno.tps. I’m a woman’s slave as long as Mrs. 
Creswell is about. I hope she can’t find her pearls. 

ANN. Mister Barnum! 

Reynoips. (Glancing at his watch) It’s almost 
tomorrow. Won’t you please start in calling me 
Barney? 

ANN. (Smiling) All right—Barney. 
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ReyNoLps. Thanks. It sounds wonderful com- 
ing from you. Will you tell me your first name? 

Ann. Ann. 

Reynotps. Ann! That’s a beautiful name. I 
wish you would let me call you Ann—some time. 
(Quickly protesting) No, no. Don’t let me give 
you a false impression. I’m not a fast worker, or 
anything like that, but for years I have known that I 
would be happy to know—I’m very serious now, 
Miss Lane—for years I’ve realized that I wanted to 
know just one good, kind, sweet girl like you and 
forget all the others. I would want her to know me 
well, too—all my faults—and then, if she could ever 
care for me, I wouldn’t want anything else in the 
world. 

Ann. (Touched a little by his seriousness) Why, 
Barney, are you as lonesome as all that ? 

Reynotps. Yes, for that kind of a girl. 

ANN. You must know lots of girls—nice girls. 

Reynotps. Not many. You might as well know 
this now, because I’m going to tell you some time, 
anyway. 

ANN. You're sure you ought to tell me? 

Reynotps. Positive. I would not have taken this 
job if it hadn’t been for you. 


(The music starts off back.) 

ANN. You shouldn’t tell me that. 

REYNOLDs. It’s the truth. Don’t make fun of me 
or be offended, please, but the moment I stepped in 
that door and saw you—heard you speak—I knew I 
wanted to know you. I knew that you were that 
good, kind, sweet girl for whom I was looking, for 
whom I was lonesome. Why, IT would have taken 
this job if I had to drive a Ford. 

ANN. (Trying to change the subject) Have you 
ever done any racing? 


ANN’S LITTLE AFFAIR 41 


Reynotps. A little. 

Ann. Isn’t it thrilling—dangerous ? 

Reynoips. Not one half as thrilling or danger- 
ous as being near you. I’m only a chauffeur, I 
haven’t forgotten, but (There is a pause as he 
looks at her, not sure whether to go on or not.) 

Ann. I think you must be rather impulsive. T 
don’t believe in social distinctions myself. 

Reynotps. I[ just knew you didn’t. 

Ann. For that matter, I’m only a governess or 
teacher. 

REYNOLDS. Oh, you’re so much more than that— 
so much more than you know anything about, so 
lovely, so beautiful 

ANN. (Stopping him) Barney, Barney! 

Reynoitps. Well, I'll stop, but I won’t take any- 
thing back. You are good and kind and that to me 
means more than anything else in the world. 

Ann. I hope you'll never haye occasion to take 
that back. 

Reynotps. If you knew how heavily I am gam- 
bling on it! 

Ann. You should never gamble. 

Reynotps. I’m not. It’s a sure thing. 


(Mrs. CRESWELL is seen coming down the stairs as 
REyYNoLps takes ANN’S hand.) 


ReynoLps. Oh, I’m so glad neither one of us is 
married. . 
Ann. (Going right) I must go. 


(ANN exits quickly, door at back. Mrs. CRESWELL 
stands on the last step, regarding REYNOLDS tn- 
tently. His back is turned.) 


Mrs. CrESwELt. (Sharply) Pete! 
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Reynotps. (Whirls quickly) For the love of 
heaven—stick to the Barnum! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Aren’t you ashamed of your- 
self, trying to turn that poor girl’s head? 

REYNoLps. Aren’t you ashamed to creep up on 
me like that ? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Appealingly) I’m in trouble, 
Pete. I want your advice. 

Reynotps. (Going Iceft at once) Why, what's’ 
the matter? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. My pearls—they’re gone! 

REYNOLDS. Gone? 

Mrs. CreswELit. They’re not in my room. 

REYNoLps. Could they have dropped off ? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I would have noticed it, or 
surely some one would have picked them up. No, 
I remember distinctly, now, of taking them off after 
dinner in my room. I forgot to put them on again 
and left them there. 

Reynotps. Perhaps one of the maids saw them 
in your room and put them away for safe keeping. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Surely they would have spoken 
to me or brought them to me. 

ReEyNoLps. It would seem so. Are they valu- 
able ? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Very. Do you think I should 
speak to Mrs. Bonner? 

REYNOLDs. Certainly. There’s nothing else to 
do. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I dread it. It seems as though 
I were accusing some one of stealing. 

Reynotps. Nonsense! Nothing’s been stolen— 
we'll soon find them, all right. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I’m really very much worried. 

Reynotps. (With sudden suspicion) You're not 
framing this up to get your picture in the papers 
again? 

Mrs, CrESwELL, Don’t be unkind. I’ve lost a 
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valuable necklace—worth thousands of dollars. I 
need your help, not your ridicule. 

REyNoLps. (Promptly) Sorry I spoke. Wait 
here. I'll get Mrs. Bonner. 


(REYNOLDs starts up right and almost collides with 
GERALDINE, who enters door at back.) 


REYNoLps. Beg pardon—my fault. 

_ GERALDINE. Why aren’t you dancing, Mrs. Cres- 
well? 

Mrs. CrESWELL. I’ve just sent my partner after 
your mother, dear. 

GERALDINE. Mother will be glad. She has been 
talking to that Mr. Mason, or rather listening to him 
talk, for half an hour, and she’s about ready to faint. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. The news I have will revive 
her, all right. 

GERALDINE. (Eagerly) Something exciting? 

Mrs. CresweELt. I’m afraid so. 

GERALDINE. I hope so. What a lovely time you’ve 
been having all evening with Mr. Barnum. He has 
hardly danced or spoken to another soul. 

Mrs. CrESwWELL. He’s a charming man. Have 
you known him long? 

GERALDINE. Yes, for years. Do you think he’s 
too old for me? 

Mrs. CresweELtL. Much too old for you, dear. 

GERALDINE. It must be Fate. I always seem to 
be attracted to the older men. 

Mrs. CrESwELL. And you’ve known Mr. Bar- 
num for years? 

GERALDINE. Yes, mother and father call him 
Barney. 

Mrs. CrESwELL. Barney? 

GERALDINE. That’s his name, you know, Barney 
Barnum. He often signs his letters simply B. B. 

Mrs. CrEswELt. B.B. Odd, isn’t it? 
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GERALDINE. Oh, very odd. He’s really quite a 
character. 


(Mrs. Bonner, followed by REYNOLDs, enters door 
at back.) 


Mrs. BonnER. My dear Mrs. Creswell! What 
a terrible thing! Mr. Barnum has just told me. 
Did you look all through your things? 

Mrs. CrEsweELtt. I brought but one bag. It’s not 
there and I searched all the drawers 

GERALDINE. (Interrupting) What is it, Mother? 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t interrupt me. Find your 
father and tell him to come here at once. 

Mrs, CRESWELL. I’ve lost my pearl necklace, Ger- 
aldine. 

GERALDINE. (Awed) Those beautiful pearls I 
admired so much? 

Mrs. BonNnER. Run along. Don’t waste any 
time. 


(GERALDINE exits, door at back.) 


Reynoips. I would like to search that room my- 
self. . 
Mrs. BonnER. (Excited) Wait! Wait! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. It’s useless, I’m sure. I’ve 
looked everywhere—they’re gone. 

Mrs. Bonner. (Using her smelling-salts freely) 
Oh, what a distressing thing—in my own house! I'll 
never get over it! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I didn’t want to tell you, dear 
Mrs. Bonner. I was a little excited. I didn’t know 
what to do. 

Mrs. BONNER. You did just right. I don’t know 
whom to suspect—the servants have been here for so 
many years—we’ve never missed a thing. 
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Reynotps. There’s nothing to worry about, I’m 
sure. It’s just a mistake. 

Mrs. BONNER. They were valuable, of course. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Yes. 

Mrs. BONNER. Thousands of dollars? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Yes. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Barnum—I mean Mr. Barney— 
find Mr. Bonner at once. 

REYNOLDs. (Starting up right) Yes, Mrs. Bon- 
ner. 


(BonNER bustles in door at back.) 


REYNOLDS. Here he is. 

BoNNER. Now, Mrs. Creswell, tell me just what 
happened. 

Mrs. CrEsweEL_. After dinner I went to my room 
and removed my pearls. I forgot and left them on 
the dressing-table. I missed them a few minutes ago, 
went directly upstairs, searched everywhere. They 
are gone. 

Bonner. You searched thoroughly, of course? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I am positive they are not in my 
room. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t ask any more questions, 
Crosby. We don’t doubt your word, my dear Mrs. 
Creswell. 

Bonner. No, no, of course not. 

Mrs. Bonner. Do something, Crosby—do some- 
thing at once! 

Bonner. I’m afraid this is a job for Wiggins— 
I’ve had him before—he’s very reliable. (BONNER 
hands the telephone book to Reynoups.) Here, 
Barney, get Mr. Wiggins’ number. William A. 
Wiggins. 

Reynotps. Yes, Mr. Bonner. (Business for 
REYNOLDS. ) 

Bonner. Now, not a word of this to anyone, 
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We'll leave it all to Wiggins. There’s not a thing to 
worry about, Mrs. Creswell, not a thing. 

REYNOLDs. West, two-nine-four. 

Bonner. (Taking telephone) West, two-nine- 
four. Two-nine-four. 


(Mrs. BonNER and Mrs. CRESWELL have gone to 
the settee, where they converse in dumb show 
during telephone conversation.) 


Bonner. Hello, is Wiggins there ?—Will you call 
him, please?—Wiggins?—This is Mr. Bonner, A. 
Crosby Bonner. Have you gone to bed?—Oh, you 
don’t >—I want you to come right over to the house, 
Mr. Wiggins—it’s very important——How long ?— 
Ten minutes ?—That’s fine, and Wiggins, you better 
bring along your revolver, your handcuffs 

-Mrs. Bonner. (Interrupting) And his flash- 
light. Tell him to bring his flashlight. 

Bonner. And your flashlight. And Wiggins— 
come to the side door on the west side—lI'll let you 
in myself—Good-bye. (BONNER puts down the 
telephone and goes right to settee.) 

BoNNER. The detective will be here in ten min- 
utes. There’s nothing to do until he comes. I'll tell 
him the story. Act as though nothing had happened. 
Til call you, Mrs. Creswell, when I need you. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. How can I thank you, Mr. Bon- 
ner? 


(The orchestra is playing a waltz. ANN enters 
quickly, door at back, and starts straight to 
Mrs. BONNER on the settee, but REYNOLDS in- 
tercepts her, takes her in his arms, and, despite 
herself, she finds herself waltzing with him. 
Bonner, Mrs. BONNER and Mrs. CRESWELL 
continue to converse in dumb show.) 
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Ann. Did Mrs. Creswell find her pearls? 

ReEyNoLps. Thank heaven, no! 

ANN. (Jn reproach) Barney! 

ReEyNoLps. We're safe. She'll keep the Bonners 
dancing around now until she finds them. 

Ann. What are they going to do? 

Reynotps. Mr. Bonner has just ordered a de- 
tective. 

Ann. A detective? 

REYNOLps. Armed to the teeth. He’s bringing 
his gun, his sword, his pistol and a flashlight be- 
sides. 

-AnN. But—what for? 

REyNoLpDs. To catch the thief, of course. Now, 
if you loved a man 
Ann. I don't. 

Reynotps. I’m glad of that, but this is a hypo- 
thetical question. If you loved a man, would you 
marry him? (They dance off, door at back, just as 
Haroip enters there and stops to glare at them as 
they go by.) 

Mrs. BonNER. Should we tell Harold and Ger- 
aldine? 

BonneER. Certainly—they’ll find it out soon 
enough. 

Haroip. The orchestra wants to know how much 
longer you want them—they say they’re hungry. 

Mrs. BonNER. What time is it, Crosby? 

Bonner. (Looking at his watch) Nearly one. 

Mrs. Bonner. Tell them, Harold dear, to play 
Home Sweet Home and then go to the kitchen for 
something to eat. 


(HaroLp starts. up right.) 


Bonner. And Harold. 
Haroip. (Turning back) Yes? | 
Bonner, Mrs, Creswell has lost a yery valuable 
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necklace, but we don’t want the servants or anyone 
else to know about it. 
Harotp. I see. I’m very sorry, Mrs. Creswell. 
Mrs. CrESwELt. Thank you, Harold. 


(Harotp exits, door at back.) 


Bonner. I'll go around and meet Wiggins when 
he comes. (L.wvits left door.) 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Wherever did you find this 
charming Mr. Barnum, my dear Mrs. Bonner? 

Mrs. BonNER. Mr. Barnum? Oh, we’ve known 
him for quite some time. 

Mrs. CreswELL. He reminds me so much of 
some one else. 

Mrs. Bonner. (Defending him) Oh, he’s quite 
all rght, Mrs. Creswell. 

Mrs. CreswELi_. Of course I don’t doubt that—l 
think he’s charming. 

Mrs. BONNER. He may be somewhat uncouth, but 
I assure you he goes with only the very best people 
and he is entirely respectable. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Why, Mrs. Bonner, I haven’t 
said anything against him, have I? 

Mrs. Bonner. No, my dear, of course you 
wouldn’t, but I realize the impression he sometimes 
makes and I can see that you are a little curious. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I am curious. (Rising) Shall 
we join the others? 

Mrs. BoNNER. (Going up right) I know just 
how worried you are, but there is really nothing we 
can do and the others will soon be going. 


(Mrs. BoNNER and Mrs. CRESWELL c.vit, door at 
back, Harotn, dancing with GERALDINE, enters 
door at back.) 
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GERALDINE. Did you see Barney dancing with 
Miss Lane? 

Harotp. How could I help it? 

GERALDINE. He’s a good dancer—I had one dance 
with him myself. 

Harotp. Oh, he makes me tired! (They dance 
off, door at back.) 


(BonnER and Wiccins enter, left door. WuiGGINs 
is forty-five, with smooth, expressionless face— 
he talks in a low undertone, wears dark suit, top 
coat and felt hat. 


Bonner. I would rather you didn’t question the 
servants yet. They have been with us for years— 
we've never missed anything. 

Wiccins. Sure about all your guests? 

BonneER. Oh, yes, yes, they’re all old friends. 

Wiccins. How long has this Lane woman been 
here? 

Bonner. About six months. Oh, I forgot to tell 
you, I hired a new chauffeur today. 

Wiceins. When did the other fellow leave? 

Bonner. About a week ago. 

Wiccins. What do you know about this new 
one? ; 

Bonner. I never saw him before, but he’s been 
driving for Peter J. Reynolds—well recommended. 

Wicctns. Has he access to the house? 

Bonner. Yes, he’s here now. You see, we were 
shy one man at dinner, so Mrs. Bonner dressed him 
up and is passing him off as a guest. 

Wiccins. He isa guest here now? 

Bonner. Yes. 

Wiccins. What’s his name? 

Bonner. Barnum, Barney Barnum. 

Wicetns. Where’s his room? 
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BoNNER. Over the garage, but he hasn’t seen it 
yet. 

Wiceins. Can I get him when I want him? 

Bonner. Sure, he’s in there dancing with the 
woman who lost the pearls. 

Wicocrns. We may be getting somewhere. Show 
me this Lane woman’s room. 

Bonner. Right up here. 


(BonNER and WIGGINS exit up stairway. ANN and 
REYNOLDS enter, dancing, door at back.) 


REyNoLps. What a beautiful dancer you are. 

ANN. I'm just following you. 

REyYNoLps. I never knew what dancing was be- 
fore. 

ANN. You know how to say nice things, don’t 
you? (The music stops—they walk to the settec.) 

Reynotps. I suppose the man you marry will 
have to be a professional man—a stock breker or 
some one like that, won’t he? 

Ann. Not necessarily. 

Reynotps. His business would make some dif- 
ference with you, wouldn’t it? 

ANN. None at all—if he were honest. 

Reyno.tps. If you knew a chauffeur who could 
save his money and start a garage or a repair shop 
and make enough money to support you and your 
mother 

Ann. (Interrupting) Is this another hypotheti- 
cal question ? 

Reynotps. Not this time. This is straight talk. 
I’m thirty years old 

Ann. (Interrupting) It sounds as though you 
were applying for a position. 

REYNOLDS, (Going on) JT am. About ten years 
older than you are—— ; 

ANN, (Same business) If Mrs, Bonner should 
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find us here, we’ both will have to apply for posi- 
tions. 

REyNoLps. Why do you remind me of her—I 
had forgotten she existed. 

Ann. (Looking off, a little wistfully) I too for- 
got her while we were dancing. I forgot that you 
were an employee like I am. You seemed like a 
truly invited guest—new—strange—yet not strange 


brain. I was another person, the house itself seemed 
strange, all the people in it, and lots else I can’t tell 
you. 

Reynotps. (Tenderly) But J didn’t seem 
strange, Ann. 

Ann. (Looking directly at him) No, Barney, I 
seemed to have known you all my life. 

REYNOLDs. Ann, you are the nicest person I have 
ever known. 

ANN. Barney 

Reynotps. (Interrupting) Don’t interrupt me, 
as Mrs. Bonner would say. Some one else will in- 
terrupt us any minute—I don’t know when I'll have 
another chance to tell you this—I may be fired when 
the party is over—so you must listen. I’m never 
going to lose you—I love you, Ann 

ANN. (Rising) Wait, Barney—please—I don’t 
know you very well 

Reynoitps. (Interrupting) Ill wait—never fear. 
I’m asking you to marry me—but don’t answer me 
now—think about it tonight when you are alone— 
will you, dear? 

Ann. (Faintly) Yes. 

Reynotps. This boy, Harold, tries to bother you 
sometimes, doesn’t he? 

ANN. Sometimes. 

ReyNotps. I noticed it. If he doesn’t stop, I’m 
going to spank him and take his cigarettes away 
from him. 
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Mrs. BonNnER. Oh, there you are, Miss Lane. 
Ann. Yes, Mrs. Bonner. 


(ANN goes up to Mrs. BONNER and they converse 
in low tones for a moment. Then ANN exits 
door at back and Mrs. Bonner follows her. 
HARo_p enters, door at back.) 


Harotp. Don’t you know that you are supposed 
to dance with Mrs. Creswell and keep away from 
Miss Lane? 

Reynotps. Am I? 

Harotp. Yes, and you better start doing it— 
quick. 

REYNOLpDs. Sit down a minute. 

Harotp. I don’t care to sit down. 


(REYNOLDS crosses to stairway and sits on the left 
side of the lower step.) 


REYNOLDS. You’re excited, Harold—rest a min- 
ute—it’ll do you good. 

Harotp. (Follows him, but remains standing) 
Awh, shut up! 

Reynotps. You look worried. 

Haroitp. Why shouldn’t I with you around? 
Anyone would think you owned this place and every- 
thing in it. 

REyNOoLps. I don’t seem to stand very well with 
you, do I? 

Harotp. As far as I am concerned, you are a 
two-spot. 

Reynotps. (Rising) The minute I laid eyes on 
you, Harold, I knew you were a fresh kid. You 
know, I don’t have to work for your father and 
take your abuse unless I feel like it. Right now I 
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feel like it, so go just as far as you like while you 
have the chance. 
HaroLtp. Awh, shut up! 


(Reynotps takes Haroxp by one shoulder and whirls 
him around.) 


Reynoips. But look here, you rich man’s son, be 
damned careful how you treat Miss Lane. That’s 
another story. If she doesn’t like the way you treat 
her, I'll knock your silly head off! 

Harotp. You can’t talk to me that way—I can 
have you fired in a minute. 

Reynotps. Well, don’t forget what I said, be- 
cause I mean it. 

Haroitp. (Blustering) Are you trying to fright- 
en me? Just you lay a finger on me and 

Reynoips. (Very quict) If I ever lay a finger 
on you, you’re going to wake up in the hospital. 

Harotp. (Starting right) Oh, you can’t scare 
me. When this party’s over, I’ll put you in your 
place or you'll get out and get out quick. (Har- 
OLD crosses to left door and turns. REYNOLDS mere- 
_ly follows him with his eyes.) 

Harotp. You big stiff! 


(Harotp exits, left door. The orchestra starts 
playing Home Sweet Home. REYNOLDS leans 
against the stair rail as Mrs. BONNER and Mrs. 
CRESWELL enter, door at back.) 


Mrs. Bonner. Has Mr. Wiggins come? 

ReEyNo.tps. I haven’t seen him. 

Mrs. Bonner. Where is Mr. Bonner? 

Reynotps. I think he is waiting for Wiggins. 

Mrs. BonNER. Won’t you try to find him for 
me? 

Reynotps. Certainly. 
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(REYNOLDS goes left, opens left door to exit, when 
BoNNER and WIGGINS are seen coming down 
stairway. BONNER is in advance, talking ex- 
citedly, and Wiccins following deliberately.) 


Bonner. It’s outrageous—infamous ! 
Mrs. BonNER. Here they are. 


(REyNoLps turns back and closes left door.) 


Bonner. Get Miss Lane right away. Here, Bar- 
ney, you go get her, 

Reynotps. (Cheerfully) Glad to, Mr. Bonner. 
(Crosses right and exits, door at back.) 

Mrs. BonnER. Well, what have you done? 

Bonner. Mrs. Creswell, this is Mr. Wiggins, the 
officer. 


(Mrs. CreswELe bows slightly, and WicGINs, going 
to her, takes a pearl necklace from his coat 
pocket.) 


Wiccins. Are these yours? 

Mrs. CrRESWELL. (Reaches for them, a little ex- 
cited, and gives them one glance) Yes, yes! Where 
did you find them? 

Wicarns. (Showing no feeling) In that Lane 
woman’s room—in her traveling bag. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Taking a step backward) uae 
Lane? Oh! 

Mrs. BonNER. (Screaming) Oh! 


(Mrs. BonNER tries to faint. She screams again, 
throws up her arms, and falls against BONNER, 
who supports her desperately.) 


Bonner, There, there, my dear—you’re all right 
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—you're all right. (He half carries Mrs. BONNER 
over to settee.) 

Bonner. Get some water, somebody, quick ! 

Mrs. BoNNER. (Coming to) You dare to throw 
water on me and I'll murder you! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (To Wiccins) In Miss Lane’s 
traveling bag—how did they get there? 

Wiccins. Near as I can figure out—she—and 
this Barnum are working together. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Working together? 

Wiccins. She is his accomplice. She gets him to 
apply for the job just before the party. He lifts the 
pearls and puts them in her bag, feeling sure she 
wouldn’t be suspected. He leaves and she follows 
him a few days later. It’s an old game. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I don’t know what you mean 
about Mr. Barnum appying for a job. What job do 
you mean? 

Wicorns. Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned it. 
You'll have to ask Mr. Bonner. 


(BonneER, in dismay, looks to Mrs. BONNER for in= 
structions.) 


Mrs. Bonner. (Faintly) There’s no help for it 
now, Crosby—you'll have to tell her. 

Bonner. It was this way, Mrs. Creswell. One 
of our guests disappointed us and 

Mrs. Bonner. (Interrupting) Please don’t in- 
terrupt me, Crosby. Mr. Billings, your partner, 
couldn’t come this evening. I tried every other man 
I knew, and finally, as a last resort Mrs. Cres- 
well, swear to me you will never tell this to a living 
soul. 

Mrs. CrEsSwELL. Go on, Mrs. Bonner—your se- 
cret is safe with me. 

Mrs. BonnER. (Wiping away a tear) Oh, thank 
you, Mrs. Creswell—you are such a dear, I know I 
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can trust you.. (She tells the rest of the story brok- 
enly, dabbing her eyes with her handkerchief.) 

Mr. BonNER. Where was I? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. As a last resort? 

Mrs. Bonner. As a last resort, we dressed Bar- 
num Bailey up in a suit of Harold’s clothes 

Mrs. CresweEtL. (Interrupting) Barnum Bailey? 

BonNER. She means Mr. Barnum, your partner. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don't interrupt me. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Who is Mr. Barnum? 

Mrs. Bonner. (Falling back on the settee) He's 
our chauffeur! 

Mrs. CrRESwWELL. Pardon me, Mrs. Bonner, but I 
do not believe you. 

Mrs. BoNNER. She doesn’t believe me! 

BonneER. It’s a fact, Mrs. Creswell. I hired him 
just a few hours ago. 

Mrs. BonnER. Forgive me, Mrs. Creswell. It’s 
the truth. He’s not an old acquaintance at all. I 
never saw him until a few hours ago, but I didn’t 
know he was a thief. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Mr. Barnum is not a chauffeur, 
nor is he a thief. 

Wiceins. Whose idea was this of making a guest 
out of Barnum? 

Mrs. Bonner. (A horrifying thought coming to 
her and going back by step, with upraised arms) 
Oh, oh! I never thought of it before, but it was 
Miss Lane herself who suggested it. 

Wiccrns. I thought so. 


(ANN and REYNOLDs enters door at back, waltzing 
to the music, and do not stop until they reach 
the group near the stairway.) 


Reynotps, You can never say I’m not a Go-Get- 
ter. 
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Wiccins. (To ANN) Are you Miss Lane? 

ANN. Yes, sir. 

Wiccrns. Mr. Bonner, can I talk to this woman 
alone for a minute? 

BONNER. Certainly, certainly—just leave us for 
a few minutes. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I’m going to my room, Mrs. 
Bonner. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Yes, my dear. I know you must 
be fatigued. 


(Mrs. CRESWELL goes left and exits up stairway. 
Mr. and Mrs. BONNER go right. The music 
Stops. Guests, together with GERALDINE and 
Haron, begin to collect near door at back— 
they are all talking at once and preparing to 
leave as Mr. and Mrs. BonNER join them. 
REYNOLDS reluctantly goes lower right and 
Stops and turns at right door. During the fol- 
lowing scene REYNOLDS never takes his eyes off 
of ANN.) 


Wiceins. Sit down, Miss Lane. 


(ANN sits at the telephone table. Wuiccins draws 
the settee a little closer and sits down himself.) 


~Wiccins. How long have you been employed 
here? 

Ann. About six months. . 

Wiccarns. How long have you known Mr. Bar- 
num? 

ANN. I saw him today for the first time. 

Wicatns. I didn’t ask you when you saw him—I 
asked you how long you had known him. 

Ann. I never saw him before today. 

Wicctns. What is his real name? 

ANN. Why, it’s Mr. Barnum, as far as I know. 
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Wiccins. Why are you lying to me? 
ANN. (Rising quickly) Lying? 
Wiaains. Sit down. Don’t get excited. 


(ANN, trembling all over, resumes her seat. The 


guests now begin leaving, and in saying good 
night to Mr. and Mrs. BONNER, drown the con- 
versation between Wiccins and ANN. Laugh- 
ing and talking, they shake hands with the Bon- 
NERS and cross from right to left and exit up 
the stairway. They merely look with curiosity 
at the two in the corner of the stairway. As 
the last of the guests have disappeared up the 
stairway, leaving only the four BONNERS stand- 
ing near center and REYNoLps at lower right, 
Wicctns’ voice is again heard.) 


Wiceains. If you had told me a straight story, it 
might be different, but there is no help for you now. 
I'll have to place you under arrest. 


(ANN, her hands in her lap, stares at him, speech- 


less.) 


REYNOLDs. (Crosses quickly up left to where they 
are—sharply) What’s that you're saying? 


Wiccrns. (Rising and facing him) This woman 


is under arrest and so are you! 


QUICK CURTAIN 


Biol LE 


Scene: The same as Act I. The following morn- 
ing. 


At Rise: GERALDINE comes haltingly down the 
stairway, dabbing her eyes and trying to re- 
cover from a crying spell. She goes up to set- 
tee and sinks down. Haron enters left door 
and starts right, but, seeing GERALDINE, stops 
right of center and regards her for a moment. 


Haroip. Well, why the flood? 

GERALDINE. (Convulsively) Miss Lane’s—leav- 
ing—today. 

Haroitp. (Cross and nervous) I can’t help it, 
canI? Why tell me? 

GERALDINE. You—you asked me—didn’t you? 

Haroitp. Mother begged her to stay—we’ve all 
told her we were sorry—what more can we do? 

GERALDINE. (Coming out of it) Look here, Har- 
old Bonner, you’re to blame for this and I know it. 

Harotp. Go ahead, blame me, of course. 

GERALDINE. I’ve seen you with her lots of times 
when you thought no one was around. I’ve seen 
you and heard you being sweet to her, or trying to, 
and she hates it. She’s leaving to get away from 
you and your silly love-making. 

Harorp. So you’ve been spying, eavesdropping, 
have you? 

GERALDINE. No, but I can’t help hearing and see- 
ing what I hear and see. 
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Harotp. She’s in love with Barney, that’s the 
trouble with her. 

GERALDINE. Yes, and so is everyone else. He 
was only here a few hours, but the guests all liked 
him, the servants all liked him, and I’d love him my- 
self if he wasn’t a chauffeur and a thief. 

Haroitp. He’s a cheap crook. Mrs. Creswell fell 
in love with him herself or she wouldn’t have let him 
get away last night. 

GERALDINE. I don’t know how I'll ever get along 
without Miss Lane. She’s the sweetest, dearest 
thing, always smiling and lovely. This house will be 
like a tomb without her. 

Harotp. You got along before she came, didn’t 
you? 

GERALDINE. If you went to her and told her you 
would be decent, I think she might stay. 

Harotp. All right, Sis, for your sake I'll try it. 

GERALDINE. (Jumping up and running to him) 
Will you, Harold? You're such a dear boy! 

Haroip. (Fighting her off) All right, all right, 
but don’t paw me! Where is she? 

GERALDINE. Upstairs, packing. 


(Haroxp starts to go upstairs. GERALDINE sees ANN 
coming down the stairway and exits, door at 
back. ANN enters on stairway. ANN ts wear- 
ing a dark blue suit and carrics a traveling 


bag.) 


ANN. Good morning, Harold. 

Harotp. Where have you been all morning? 

ANN. I’ve been packing. 

Haroitp, Where’re you going? 

ANN. That doesn’t matter. 

Harotp. It matters to me. Are you going to 
meet Barney ? 

Ann. I do not even know where he is. 


ANN’S LITTLE AFFAIR 61 


Harotp. He lit out last night after Wiggins left. 
We let him have his car. I knew he was a crook 
the minute I laid eyes on him. 

Ann. I don’t believe it. 

Harotp. Oh, you don’t? 

Ann. No, and you wouldn’t dare say that to his 
face. 

Harotp. Wouldn’t I? He’s a cheap crook 
work without a girl to help him. 

ANN (Quickly) You mean that I 

Haroip. No, no, of course you didn’t have any- 
thing to do with it, but here’s his game. He steals 
the pearls and hides them in your bag. He makes 
love to you so that you will run away with him. 
He gets the pearls out of your bag before you dis- 
cover them, so you won't have anything on him— 
sells them—and when he’s through with you or tired 
of you, that’s the last you'll see of him. 

ANN. I don’t believe you. Mr. Barnum was a 
gentleman even though he was a chauffeur. 

Harotp. Gentleman! His name isn’t even Bar- 
num. If he’s got one name, I bet he’s got fifty. 

Ann. Has he come back? 

Harotp. Come back? Why, you'll never see that 
bird again except in Sing Sing. 


can’t 


(ANN takes her bag and starts right. Harotp takes 
hold of the bag to detain her.) 


Harotp. Won’t you tell me where you're going? 

Ann. I don’t know. 

Harotp. I think it’s mean of mother to let you 
go. 
Ann. No, she asked me to stay, but after what 
has happened I can’t possibly stay. 

Haroitp. Why not? 

Ann. The fact that she could suspect me. 
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Harotp. I’m sorry. If you'll stay, I'll promise 
not to bother you any more. I'll be real decent. 
Ann. That wouldn’t make any difference. 


(Mrs. BoNNER enters door at back with BONNER 
supporting her on her left and Mrs. CRESWELL 
walking on her right. Haro tp lets go of ANN’S 
bag. Mrs. BoNNER goes to the settee.) 


Mrs. BonnER. Have you had breakfast, Miss 
Lane? 

ANN. I didn’t care for any, thank you. 

Mrs. BoNNER. What’s the matter ?—everything’s 
all right. I want you to stay. 

Ann. Thank you—I couldn't. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Nonsense. No one suspects you 
of anything. 

ANN. You did suspect me. You questioned me 
—all of you—you would do it again if anything dis- 
appeared. 

Mrs. CrESWELL. (With a tinge of sarcasm) You 
take this too seriously. You are too sensitive. You 
really make me feel guilty of your losing your po- 
sition. 

Mrs. BoNNER. She’s just stubborn. She always 
was. She knows I want her to stay, but I’m not 
going to get down on my knees to her and beg. 

Bonner. (To Mrs. CRESWELL) I can’t see why 
you dropped the thing the way you did. The idea of 
your letting that fellow Barney get away. 

Haroip, That’s what I say. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I have my pearls—that’s all I 
care about. 

Bonner. That’s not the point. You've let a dan- 
gerous criminal slip away to prey on society. 

Mrs. CrESwELL. (Looking at ANN) He didn’t 
take my pearls. 
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Mrs. Bonner. That’s what you keep saying, but 
how do you know? 

ANN. (Returning the look—steadily) Do you 
think I took them, Mrs. Creswell ? 

Mrs. BONNER. Don’t interrupt me. How do you 
know? ; 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Barnum may have been your 
chauffeur, as you say, but he was a gentleman and 
honest. 

Ann. (With feeling) Thank you for saying 
that. 

Mrs. Bonner. Have you forgiven me for my de- 
ception ? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Smiling) There’s nothing to 
forgive—I think it was a good joke—on some 
people. : 

Ann. (Who has not taken her eyes off of Mrs. 
CRESWELL) You haven’t answered my question, 
Mrs. Creswell. Do you think I took your pearls? 

Mrs. BoNNER. Now don’t start that again. 

ANN. (Putting down her bag) TI have the right 
to demand an answer. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Slowly) If I were Mrs. Bon- 
ner, I would have your bag searched again before 
you left the house. 

Ann. Oh! Oh! (Quickly ANN pushes her bag 
in front of the three, and getting down on her knees, 
opens it, and, blinded by her tears and anger, begins 
wildly throwing the contents of her bag onto the 
floor in a tumbled heap. Sobbing indignantly with 
each word) What have I done that you should let 
me be called a thief? I’ve worked for you faith- 
fully—worked when I was too ill to be out of my 
room. I’ve done a thousand things I was not ex- 
pected to do. You’ve treated me like a servant! 
I’ve borne the insults of your son—your own fits of 
bad temper—and all because you paid me just 
enough to support my mother and myself, and now— 
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now, because of all this, you try to turn me out like 
a thief! Search, all of you, but don’t call me a 
thief! (ANN sinks back after this outburst, dab- 
bing at her eyes, covers her face with her hands and 
sobs as though her heart would break.) 


(REYNOLDs, in coat and cap, as in first act, opens 
right door and steps into the room.) 


Reynotps. (Cheerfully) Good morning! 


(ANN looks up at the sound of his voice, trying des- 
perately to calm herself.) 


Bonner. I thought we had seen the last of you. 

ReyNo.ps. No, they say that a criminal, by some 
strange fascination, always revisits the scene of his 
crime (At a glance he sees ANN on the floor 
in her distraught condition and goes to her side 
quickly, the tone of his voice changing on the in- 
stant.) 

Reynotps. What have you been doing to this 
girl? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Coldly) Oh, she’s just indulg- 
ing in a fit of hysterics. 

ANN. (Convulsively) She—that woman—told— 
Mrs. Bonner (ANN breaks down and can go 
no further.) 

Reynoips. (Puts his hand tenderly on her shoul- 
der) Don’t try to tell me. I see it all. It’s a cow- 
ardly thing to do, but never mind. (Patting her 
shoulder.) There, there! Don’t feel badly about it. 
I’m going to make you laugh away those tears in a 
minute. 

Bonner. I told you to get out and stay out, didn’t 
tg 

ReyNnotps. You did—your memory’s just fine. 
(Taking ANN’s hand, Reynotps helps her to her 
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Feet and she sits in the chair at the telephone table.) 
Bonner. Well, why are you back here? 
‘Reynotps. (Reciting, after the manner of “The 

Touse that Jack Built’) To find the thief—that 

stole the pearls—that the lady wore—that were 

found in the bag that Ann had. 


(ANN, trying to stop her tears, gives forth a little 
broken laugh as she glances up at him.) 


Bonner. Mrs. Creswell is liable to change her 
mind any minute and have you locked up. 

Reynotps. There’s not the slightest chance of 
your doing that, is there, Mrs. Creswell ? 

Mrs. CrESWELL. No, there isn’t, but I’m not so 
sure about this girl. 

REYNoLps. Oh, yes, you are. She wouldn’t steal 
a2 pin off a millionaire’s pin-cushion and you know it. 
You are going to apologize to her before she leaves 
this house. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. You are going too far—Mister 
Barnum. . 

Reynotps. If you find your suspicions are en- 
irely wrong, you'll be glad to say you are sorry, 
won't you? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Yes, but 

Reynotps. (Interrupting) Pardon me, here’s 
what I have done. After you very kindly let me 
yet away last night, I drove to New York. I have 
friends in New York, and I got them out of bed 
und finally got myself sworn in as a Special Deputy 
Detective. Here’s my warrant. (He quickly takes 
1 paper from his pocket and flashes it on them.) I 
4m commissioned to find the thief, arrest him and 
ake him to jail. I have a badge and everything. 


(Haroxp tries to appear indifferent and strolls off, 
door at back.) 
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BonNER. You better drop this thing and get out 
of here. 

Mrs. BoNNER. Did he say he was a detective, 
Crosby ? 

Reynotps. A Special Deputy Detective, Mrs. 
Bonner. 

Mrs. BonNER. Crosby Bonner, I positively re- 
fuse to be subjected to another detective ! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Please—Mr. Barnum—do not 
make yourself any more ridiculous than you already 
have. 

REYNotps. Ridiculous! A theft has been com- 
mitted—Miss Lane’s name—my name—are both un- 
der suspicion. I don’t care about my name, but her 
name must be cleared. 

Bonner. Well, what do you propose to do— 
search for clues? 

Reynotps. I should like to speak to Miss Lane 
alone for a moment. 

Bonner. Is that agreeable to you, Miss Lane? 

ANN. (Inalow voice) Yes. 


(BONNER starts right with Mrs. BONNER.) 


Mrs. CresSweLL. (Following them) Oh, I’m 
sure it’s quite agreeable to Miss Lane. 

Reynotps. (Seriously) Another remark like 
that, Mrs. Creswell, and I'll begin to suspect vou 
put the pearls in Miss Lane’s bag yourself. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. And supposing I did—WMister 
Barnum—what would you do about it ? 

ReyNnotps. You will be sued for heavy dam- 
ages, for trying to defame the character of an inno- 
cent person. 


(Bonner and Mrs, BoNNER cat, door at back.) 


Mrs. CrEswete. (Laughing lightly over her shoul- 
der) How novel and exciting that would be! 


\ 
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- Reyworns. Also expensive—don’t forget that! 


| (Mes, Creswerr exits, door at back. ReyNoips 
stands for a moment contemplating the tumbled 
contents of Aws’s bag.) 


- Reyvwowys. Aren’t women’s things lovely? 
Aww. Oh! (She makes a dash for her bag and 
begins throwing the things in quickly. ReyNovps 
pons her on one knee.) 
Reysowws. May IJ help? 
Asn. Of course not. 
Reyyoios. Why? 
Ann. Because you’re a detective, or a deputy, or 
something, and you might find something else I 
stole, 
— Revsorvs. (Sternly) 1 know of one thing al- 
ready. 
_ Ass. (Pausing) You—what did you say? 
Reywoivs. J said, I already knew of one thing 
Dox had stolen? 
Ann, Yes? 
Reywoivs. You want me to tell you right now? 
Ans. Yes, but you'll have to prove it. 
Revsoips. (Tenderly) You stole my heart, Ann, 
and I can prove it, too. 
Aw, Please be serious. 
Reynoins. Please take me seriously. 
Ax. Do you suspect me at all? 


, 


) 


( Revnowvs picks up a piece of pink silk lingerie and 
ey regards it with rapt admiration.) 
Reyvsoiws. Aren't women’s things lovely? 

Ans. (Quickly taking it from him) You haven't 
answered my question. 
Revnorvs, J beg pardon—yes—I think women’s 
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things are lovely. (The things are all in the bag and 
ANN closes it and rises.) 

Ann. I want to know if you suspect me of having 
anything to do with Mrs. Creswell’s pearls? 

Reynotps. (Also rising) Let’s be serious. 

ANN. The evidence is all against me. 

Reynotps. Nonsense. It has all been manufac- 
tured by some person who is trying to “frame” you, 
and they certainly made clumsy work of it. Tell 
me the name of an enemy you have made and I'll 
tell you the name of the thief. 

Ann. I don’t know of an enemy in the world. 
Are you really a detective? 

Reynotps. No, Ann, I’m just plain Barney Bar- 
num. That paper I flashed was all a bluff, so that 
I could go ahead and straighten this thing out. 

ANN. Iam so glad that you believe in me. 

Reynotps. Believe in you? Why, bless your 
heart—I believe in you just like I believe in the 
Bible, and there’s no miracle in the Bible that com- 
pares with you. 

Ann. (Smiling at him) Barney, Barney Bar- 
num ! 

Reynotps. But how about suspecting me? I’m 
supposed to be the real thief, with you merely an 
accomplice. 

Ann. That’s true—you are a perfect stranger 
here 

REYNOLDS. Don't forget I came well recommend- 
ed—Pete Reynolds. 

ANN. (Severely) I’ve heard that Mr. Reynolds 
is a very wild young man. 

ReEyNotps. (Righteously) Don’t you believe it, 
Ann, Don’t believe a word of it. Pete Reynolds 
may do some crazy things, but he’s not wild. A 
young fellow like Reynolds, with lots of money, 
doesn’t always know just what he wants at the start, 
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but when he does know he goes after it and he gets 
it, too. 

ANN. You ought to know him rather well, but 
this isn’t solving the crime, is it? (She goes to the 
settee and REYNOLDs sits at her side.) 

Reynotps. All right. Here’s my plan. T’ll find 
the thief, and then, Ann dear, when my name is clear 
—TI realize you haven’t known me very long—when 
my name is clear—I want you to wear it. 

ANN. Please, Barney—let’s find the thief first. 

ReEynotps. All right. Do you suspect me? 

Ann. Not for a moment. 

Reynoitps. That’s fine. I come of a rather good 
family, as families go. I’m strong and healthy—I 
know I can support you and your mother, and 
you are just the girl I have always been looking for. 


(Agitated, ANN rises and goes left. REyNotps fol- 
lows her part way and stops.) 


ANN. I—I can’t answer you now, Barney— 
(Turning to him brightly )—and this isn’t finding the 
thief. 

Reynotps. I know. You're all upset over this 
affair—you hardly know me—but when you find out: 
that I am all right 

ANN. (Interrupting) I know you now, Barney, 
and I like you—I did from the first. 

Reynotps. If you should find that you like me 
enough, would you be ashamed to marry me because 
I'm a chauffeur ? 

Ann. I'll be proud of the man I love and marry, 
no matter who he is. 

Reynotps. Fine! Now I’m ready to find the 
thief. 


(Mrs. CRESWELL, moving lanquidly, enters, door at 
back.) 
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Mrs. CrEsweELt. Please may I be allowed to 
come in? 


Reynotps. (Turning) Oh, hello. 
(ANN starts up the stairway.) 


ReyNoLps. Please don’t go away. 

Ann. I—I forgot my umbrella. (She exits up 
the stairway.) 

Mrs. CRESWELL. You act as though you were 
afraid you would lose her. 

Reynotps. lam. 

Mrs. CreswEtv. Pete, old dear, I haven’t given 
you away—yet—although I almost had to in order 
to prevent your arrest. 

Reyno.tps. It wouldn’t be the first time I was ar- 
rested. 

Mrs. CrESWELL. Don’t you think you have car- 
ried this thing about far enough? 

Reyno.tps. I’ve just got started, and by the Holy 
Shades of my Forefathers, I’m going to finish it! 

Mrs. CRESWELL. You are putting me in a most 
awkward position—I can’t make the Bonners under- 
stand why I let you go. ; 

ReyNotps. Don’t worry, there are a lot of things 
they never will understand. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Another thing—you are being 
vamped outrageously. This girl 

Reynoips. (Interrupting) Don’t go any further. 
You can’t talk to me about Miss Lane until you can 
talk about her in the right way. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Is your car outside? 

Rrynotps. Yes. 

Mrs. Cresweti. (Using all her charm) Drive 
me back to New York, Pete. I want to get away 
from these people and it will be hours before there’s 
an express. I only came because I thought Mr. Bil- 
lings would be here. It’s a beautiful day—we’ll en- 
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joy the drive and I'll telephone ahead so that we 
can have one of those cozy luncheons in my apart- 
ment. You remember how you used to enjoy them? 

ReEyNoLDs. Sorry. I’ve only got the roadster and 
the extra seat is taken. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. You don’t need to explain any 
more. 

Reynotps. Not angry? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Going right) Angry? My 
dear boy! I’m merely inconvenienced. 


(HarRoLp enters hurriedly, door at back, and is head- 
ing for right door.) 


Harotp. Oh, hello. 

Mrs. CrRESwELL. Don’t you want to drive me 
back to New York, Harold? 

Harorp. Surely. I—I’ll have to speak to mother 
first—she may want to go along. 

Mrs. CrEsweELit. Oh, thank you, I'll be ready any 
time. (She cxits, door at back. Haroip again 
makes for right door.) 

Reynotps. Ina hurry? 

Harotp. I haven't time to talk to you. 

Reynotps. I came back on purpose to see you, 
Harold. 

Haroip. (Uneasily) What about? 

RreyNotps. About Mrs. Creswell’s pearls. 

Haroip. You know more about them than any- 
one else. 

Reynotps. Yes, I probably do, but there is one 
thing I don’t know, and that is why—why you took 
them and put them in Miss Lane’s bag. 

Haroitp. (Dropping his eves and_ sneering) 
You’re a hot detective, all right! 

REYNOLDS. Come on, tell me why you did it. 

Haroip. (Trying to laugh) You're real serious 
about it, aren’t you? 
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ReyYNoLps. (Goes up to him savagely) You'll 
think so before I get through with you. 


(Haro ip retreats a little and bumps into the straight- 
backed chair which is standing against right 
wall. ) 


Harotp. How can I tell you why, when I didn’t 
do it? 
REYNOLDs. You're lying to me. 


(ANN is seen coming down the stairway, carrying 
her umbrella. She pauses near the bottom.) 


Haroip. Are you calling me a liar? 
ReyNotps. You are lying when you say you 
didn’t put those pearls in Miss Lane’s bag. 


(Haro_p wieels quickly, takes the chair by its back, 
and stepping away from right wall, at the same 


time brings the chair around and over his 
head.) 


ANN. Barney! 


(REYNOLDS does not attempt to dodge, but steps in, 
takes the blow of the chair with both hands. 
There is a brief struggle. REYNOLDS twists the 
chair out of his hands and lets it fall left of 
them. With his head down, Harotp makes a 
rush for REYNOLDS, who encircles HARoLp’s 
neck with his right arm and secures HAROLpD’s 
right with his left. Haroxp finds himself in a 
vise and cannot move.) 


REYNOLDS. (Quietly) What’s the matter, Har- 
old? Did you forget your daily exercise this morn- 
ing? 
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(HaroLp struggles to get away and then begins to 
kick, but ReyNotps tightens up on him until 
Haron Jets out a groan.) 


Haroitp, Oh! 

Reynotps. You're not comfortable, are you? 

Haroip. Let me go, damn you! 

Reynotps. If I let you go, will you cut out this 
violent exercise ? 

Harorp. Yes. 


(ANN stands motionless on the stairway and neither 
of the men notices her. REYNOLDS opens the 
vise. Haron straightens up, adjusts his col- 
lar and scarf, smoothes down his hair, etc., and 
glares. REYNOLDS smiles at him grimly.) 


REyNoLps. Are you ready to answer now? 

Harotp. You haven’t any right to question me. 

ReEyNotps. Oh, yes, I have. Here is the way the 
matter stands, Harold. Mrs. Creswell has dropped 
the case. She need never know unless you choose 
to tell her, but Miss Lane, your father and mother 
must know the truth. Tell the truth and that ends it. 
Lie about it and I'll arrest you. I have a warrant— 
you'll be tried like a common thief—you’ll be dis- 
graced and bring disgrace on your parents—the 
whole world will know about it. This is the last 
chance I’m going to give you. 

Harotp. (Jn a low voice) I didn’t: steal any- 
thing. I put those pearls in her bag to get even. 

ReEyNoLps. Get even for what? 

Haroip. She’s been mean to me—she’s treated 
me like a dog. 

ReyNotps. That’s not so. Miss Lane couldn’t be 
mean to any one. 

Harotp. I wanted to get her out of the place. 
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ReyNnoLps. Under suspicion! What a beautiful, 
lovely disposition you have! 


(ANN comes down the few remaining steps and goes 
to center.) 


Ann. Stop! Harold, why don’t you tell Mr. 
Barnum the truth? (They are both surprised at her 
appearance.) 

Reynowtps. Please call Mr. and Mrs. Bonner, 
Miss Lane, and we'll have this thing out. 


(ANN exits, door at back.) 


REyNoLps. Now, Harold, you can’t wrong any- 
one in this world without suffering for it sooner or 
later. Go through this thing like a man, start all 
over again, and you'll live to a ripe old age—I hope. 

Harotp. You promise me you'll drop it? 

Reynotps. After you ask Miss Lane’s forgive- 
ness, yes. 

Haroitp. You'll never tell Mrs. Creswell? 

ReyNoips. Never. 

Harortp. All right. 


(Mr. and Mrs. BonNER enter, door at back, fol- 
lowed by ANN.) 


BonNER. Well, I suppose you've found the thief 
by this time. 

ReyNotps. There was no thief. Nothing was 
really stolen. Harold is going to tell you all about 
it. 

Mrs. Bonner. What does Harold know about 
it? 

ReyYNotps. (Sternly) He knows all about it. 
Go on, Harold. 

Harorp. I always liked Miss Lane from the time 
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she first came here, but she wouldn't have anything 
to do with me. , 

Mrs. Bonner. Well, I should hope not! 

Haroitp. When Barnum, here, came, I saw how 
she liked him and it made me mad. I was jealous. 
I couldn’t stand it. I wanted to get her out of the 
house. Mrs. Creswell’s door was open—I saw the 
pearls on her dressing-table 

Mrs. Bonner. Harold! 

ReyNotps. Let him go on, please. 

Harotp. I knew Miss Lane would return the 
pearls when she found them. I knew if someone 
else found them she would have to go. I didn’t 
steal anything—I just wanted to get even. 

Mrs. Bonner. (To the rescue) It wasn’t just 
the right thing to do, of course, but Miss Lane is 
entirely to blame. 

ANN. (Coming forward) Mrs. Bonner 

Mrs. Bonner. (Interrupting) Don’t interrupt 
me. Harold, please leave the room. 


(Haroip starts up right.) 


ReyNotps. You haven’t spoken to Miss Lane yet, 
Harold. 

Harotp. Miss Lane, I’m sorry. I hope you'll 
forgive me. 

ANN. It’s all right, Harold. 

Harotp. (Turning at door at back) Mrs. Cres- 
well wants me to drive her into town. 

Mrs. Bonner. Positively not! She and her 
precious pearls have caused enough trouble already. 
(Haron exits, door at back.) 

Reynotps. Ann. 

ANN. Yes, Barney. 

Reynotps. Are you ready to leave? 

EON it YES. 
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REYNOLDS. Good-bye, Mrs. Bonner. Good-bye, 
Mr. Bonner. I won't bother you any more. 

Bonner. Are you really going for good this 
time? 

Rrynotps. Yes, for good this time. 

BonNER. Thank heaven for that! 


(ANN takes a bill from her purse and offers it to 
Mrs. BONNER.) 


ANN. Here is the money for my trunk. I'll tele- 
phone where to send it. 

Mrs. Bonner. I don’t want your money. 

Ann. Oh, you must take it—it’s to pay the ex- 
pressman. 

Mrs. BONNER. Crosby, you take the money. 


(ANN offers the money to him and he takes it. 
REYNOLDs crosses left and takes ANN’S bag.) 


BONNER. Good-bye, and don’t ever come back, 
either one of you! 

ReEyNoLps. Are you ready, Miss Lane? 

ANN. Yes, Barney. 


(Mrs. CRESWELL enters quickly, door at back.) 


Mrs. CRESWELL. Am I interrupting anything? 

Mrs. BoNNER. No, my dear. Miss Lane and 
Barnum are leaving for good. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Won’t you drive me in, Mr. 
Barnum? I must get back. I have an appointment. 
There’s no chauffeur—no train for an hour. 

ANN. Isn’t there room for three, Barney? 

Reynoips. (Looking at Mrs. CRESWELL mean- 
ingly) Not unless they’re awful good friends. 

Mrs. CrESwELL. Well—(4 pause)—I'm friend- 
ly. 
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Reynotps. All right. Will you tell Miss Lane 
you are sorry for all she has been subjected to? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Promptly) Miss Lane, I am 
truly sorry. 

Reynoitps. Mrs. Creswell—Mrs. Bonner—Mr. 
Bonner—before we go I want you all to know that 
Miss Lane is going to marry me to 

Mrs. CRESWELL. (Interrupting impulsively) 
Marry you? Pete Reynolds! You can’t do that! 

REYNOLDs. Wait! 

ANN. Pete Reynolds! 

Mrs. BonNneR. Reynolds—Pete? 

Mrs. CrRESWELL. (Realizing her slip) I'm sorry, 
but you can’t—I—I didn’t mean to. 

BoNNER. Why did you call him Pete Reynolds? 

Mrs. CrRESWELL. I won't answer any questions. 

Mrs. Bonner. Don’t you think an explanation is 
due us, Mrs. Creswell? 

Mrs. CRESWELL. Perhaps—but not from me. 

ANN. (To REyNotps) Who are you? 

Reynotps. Ann, I have been so intent on chang- 
ing your name that I forgot to change my own— 
back again. My name is Reynolds and you would 
have found it out as soon as we got to the minister’s. 

ANN. (Awed and surpriscd) Peter J. Reyn- 
olds ? : 

Reyno.ps. Yes, but I like Barney better. 

Mrs. Bonner. (To Mrs. CRESWELL) And you 
knew this all the time? 

Mrs. CrESWELL. I’ve known him all my life, but 
he made me promise not to tell. 

Bonner. (Forcing a laugh) This is good, Mrs. 
Creswell. We were trying to fool you and all the 
time you were fooling us. 

Mrs. CrEswELvL. It’s another one of his pranks, 
and I warn you, Miss Lane, he’s full of them. Don’t 
look so surprised. He is the famous, or infamous— 
I don’t know which—Peter Reynolds, whom every 
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girl in New York society has fished and dived for, 
but you are the first one to really bring him to the 
sur face. 


(The attitude of the BONNERS has changed violently 
and visibly in the past few seconds and they 
now show a complete reversal of form.) 


Mrs. Bonner. (Jn her sweetest voice and man- 
ner) Isn’t this romantic! And to think that it all 
happened in our house! We simply can’t let you 
hurry away like this—we would love to have you 
stay over the week-end. 

REyNOLDs. It’s very nice of you, but you see— 
we have to get married. 

Bonner. (Jn his heartiest manner) You cer- 
tainly put it over on me, Reynolds. Who was it I 
talked to on the telephone, that gave you the recom- 
mendation ? 

Rreynotps. That was my man, Perkins. 

Bonner. Pretty good, pretty good! But why 
don’t you get married right here? We have lots of 
ministers. 

Reynotps. (Turning to ANN) Ann? 

ANN. I think we should go. 

Reyno.ps. That settles it. Thanks very much. 

Mrs. CRESWELL. I'll be ready in a moment, Pete. 
(She crosses and exits up stairway.) 

Mrs. BonNER. Well, come out to see us any 
time. We'll be delighted to see you both, won’t we, 
Crosby? : 

Bonner. Yes, do that. Come out often. I sus- 
pected you from the first, Reynolds. It’s been a 
good joke. Come out often and we’ll have some 
good laughs over it. Barney Barnum, that’s good! 

Mrs. BONNER. (Coquettishly) They’re just en- 
gaged, Crosby dear. (Taking his arm) You re- 
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member when we were in their place. Let’s leave 
them alone when they can be alone. 

Bonner. That’s right. When the reporters get 
hold of this bit of news you never will have any 
peace. 

Reynoips. (Smiling at ANN) Well, we'll have 
_a good start, won’t we, Ann? 


(ANN simply cannot answer. Mrs. BoNNER and 
BONNER go up right and Mrs. BONNER turns 
at the door and shakes her forefinger at them, 
playfully.) 


Mrs. BoNNER. Don’t ever quarrel, dear children. 
But whatever you do, don’t forget to come out to see 
us. 

Reynoips. (Bowing) We thank you. 


(Exit Mrs. BonNER and BONNER, door at back.) 


Ann. (Appealingly) Barney—Peter—Mr. Reyn- 
olds, please 

Reynoips. (Taking both her hands) Barney, 
always Barney. 

Ann. Barney, please explain it all. 

Reynoips. Miracles can’t be explained, sweet- 
heart. I have built a home around your sweet smile 
and now we are going to live in it. 

Ann. But surely 

Reynoips. (Taking her tenderly in his arms) I 
love you, dear, nothing else matters. 


CURTAIN 


NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH 


Comedy in 3 acts. By James Montgomery. 5 males, 
6 females. Modern costumes. 2 interiors. Plays 244 hours. 


Is it possible to tell the absolute truth—even for twenty-four 
hours? It is—at least Bob Bennett, the hero of ‘‘Nothing but 
the Truth,’’ accomplished the feat. The bet he made with his 
partners, his friends, and his fiancée—these are the incidents in 
William Collier’s tremendous comedy hit. ‘‘Nothing but the 
Truth’’ can be whole-heartedly recommended as one of the most 
sprightly, amusing and popular comedies of which this country 
can boast. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents. 


SEVENTEEN 


A comedy of youth, in 4 acts. By Booth Tarkington. 
8 males, 6 females. 1 exterior, 2 interior scenes. Costumes, 
modern. Plays 214 hours. 


It is the tragedy of William Sylvanus Baxter that he has ceased 
to be sixteen and is not yet eighteen. Baby, child, boy, youth 
and grown-up are definite phenomena. The world knows them and 
has learned to put up with them. Seventeen is not an age, it is a 
disease. In its turbulent bosom the leavings of a boy are at war 
with the beginnings of a man, 

In his heart, William Sylvanus Baxter knows all the tortures 
and delights of love; he is capable of any of the heroisms of his 
heroic sex. But he is still sent on the most humiliating errands 
by his mother, and depends upon his father for the last nickel 
of spending money. 

Silly Bill fell in love with Lolo, the Baby-Talk Lady, a vapid 
if amiable little flirt. To woo her in a manner worthy of himself 
(and incidentally of her) he stole his father’s evening clothes. 
When his wooings became a nuisance to the neighborhood, his 
mother stole the clothes back, and had them aitered to fit the 
middle-aged form of her husband, thereby keeping William at 
home in the evening. 

But when it came to the Baby-Talk Lady’s good-bye dance, not 
to be present was unendurable. How William Sylvanus again 
got the dress suit, and how as he was wearing it at the party the 
negro servant, Genesis, disclosed the fact that the proud garment 
was in reality his father’s, are some of the elements in this 
charming comedy of youth. 

‘*Seventeen’’ is a story of youth, love and summer time. It is 
a work of exquisite human sympathy and delicious humor. Pro- 
duced by Stuart Walker at the Booth Theatre, New York, it en- 
joyed a run of four years in New York and on the road. Strongly 
recommended for High School production. (Royalty, twenty-five 
dollars. ) Price, 75 Cents. 
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